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PREFACE. 



When so many stars of magnitude and acknowledged 
brilliancy are daily making their appearance in the 
firmament of England's poetic literature, it is almost 
presumptuous in a foreigner to put himself forward as 
a writer of English verse. His seeming presumption, 
however, will, he hopes, be forgiven, since his little 
volume contains a few pieces allusive to his attachment 
to this country; which pieces, although feeble in 
expression, and, no doubt, wanting in those elements 
which constitute real poetry, he could not refrain from 
offering to his friends, as a grateful, though humble 
tribute for the abounding kindnesses and courteous 
attentions he has experienced during his sojourn of 
many years in this hospitable and " Thrice-Blest'* 
Island The remembrance of these, and of the happy 
hours he has enjoyed in social intercourse, he trusts 
that he shall fondly cherish through the remainder of 
his earthly pilgrimage : " Yea, even unto the end,^* 

It may not, perhaps, be altogether out of place to 
mention that many of these little effusions (several 
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THE YOUNG SAVOYAED AND THE LITTLE 

BIEDS. 

Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high. 

Daily at morn from your green coverts roam, 
Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky. 

Your song upraised beside my parent home 1 
Our mountains bold, our woodlands, valleys green. 

Our heaven of blue, smiling where Freedom reigns, 
Our flowery meads. Oh say — these have you seen. 

And joined your notes the while to shepherd strains ? 
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4 WAYSroB WARBLINGS. 

Ye warblers gay, wlio at my lattice high. 

Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 
Say have you e*er, beneath my native sky, 

Your song upraised beside my parent home ? 

Say, have you seen beside a low-thatched cot, 

(Where flowerets cluster at spring's earliest tide). 
An aged form, — ah me ! his sightless lot, — 

His maiden child his fond and only guide ? 
Yes, it is there I first beheld the light. 

But youth advanced while poorer even than poor, 
I prayed to Heaven, and Hope with beacon bright 

Pointed my path to this protecting shore. 

Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high. 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky, 
Your song upraised beside my parent home 1 

Ah, if, like me, of a dear father reft. 
You sought a shelter in some distant land. 

Like me, without a mother's fondness left. 
My sorrow deep you then will understand. 



THE BUTTERFLT. 5 

The pangs of absence then, like me, you'd own^ 

When doomed from all you hold most dear to part, 
Memories, alas ! of days for ever gone. 

Which soothe, even while they rend, the yearning 

heart. 
Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 

Daily at mom from your green coverts roam. 
Oh, wing your flight beneath my native sky. 
And there record my grief to those at home. 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

To wake into new being, with the young and vernal 

Spring, 
To crave for sweets from every flower that 's smiled 

on from on high, 
In fitfal search to wander on, as sports the zephyr's wing. 

And with the Autumn's fading bloom to wither and 
to die. 
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Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 
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(Where flowerets cluster at spring's earliest tide). 
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Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky. 
Your song upraised beside my parent home 1 

Ah, if, like me, of a dear father reft. 
You sought a shelter in some distant land, 

Like me, without a mother's fondness left. 
My sorrow deep you then will understand. 



THE BUTTERPLT. 5 

The pangs of absence then, like me, you'd own^ 

When doomed from all you hold most dear to part. 
Memories, alas ! of days for ever gone, 
Which soothe, even while they rend, the yearning 

heart. 
Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 

Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 
Oh, wing your flight beneath my native sky. 
And there record my grief to those at home. 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

To wake into new being, with the young and vernal 

Spring, 
To crave for sweets from every flower that 's smiled 

on from on high, 
In fltfal search to wander on, as sports the zephyr's wing. 

And with the Autimin's fading bloom to wither and 
to die. 



4 WAYSIDE WARBLINGS. 

Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice higli 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky, 
Your song upraised beside my parent home ? 

Say, have you seen beside a low-thatched cot, 

(Where flowerets cluster at spring's earliest tide). 
An aged form, — ah me ! his sightless lot, — 

His maiden child his fond and only guide ? 
Yes, it is there I first beheld the light. 

But youth advanced while poorer even than poor, 
I prayed to Heaven, and Hope with beacon bright 

Pointed my path to this protecting shore. 

Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high, 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky. 
Your song upraised beside my parent home 1 

Ah, if, like me, of a dear father reft. 
You sought a shelter in some distant land, 

Like me, without a mother's fondness left. 
My sorrow deep you then will understand. 



THE BUTTERPLT. 5 

The pangs of absence then, like me, you'd own^ 

When doomed from all you hold most dear to part, 
Memories, alas ! of days for ever gone. 
Which soothe, even while they rend, the yearning 

heart. 
Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 

Daily at mom from your green coverts roam. 
Oh, wing your flight beneath my native sky. 
And there record my grief to those at home. 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

To wake into new being, with the young and vernal 
Spring, 
To crave for sweets from every flower that 's smiled 
on from on high, 
In fltfal search to wander on, as sports the zephyr^s wing. 

And with the Autumn's fiading bloom to wither and 
to die. 



6 WATSIDE WABBLINGB. 

Through, thy young life, all care thrown ofl^ as fifom thy 

pinions bright, 
And seeming, like a wafted sigh, to take immortal 

flight- 
Such is thy lot, fair Butterfly, on this thy brief career ; 

Even like the fond desires that in our bosoms live, 
Which ever onward strive — ^yearning and restless here : 
Still seeking heavenward that which Earth has not to 
give. 



WILT THOU THEN EECAXL THE HOUR ? 

When the song-birds cease to pour 

Their sweet notes within the bower, 
When their brighter time is o'er 

And no longer blooms the flower. 
When the landscape, veiled in sadness, 

(Emblem meet of this poor heart,) 
Mourns its vanished days of gladness, 

And low winds their chill impart. 



WILT THOU THEN RECALL THE HOUR. 

Wilt thou then recall the hour 

When Love, foredoomed to breathe farewell, 
Sighed, as with prophetic power, 

O'er the grief it could not tell ? 



When shall fade the golden beams 

Cast o'er cliff and mountain high, 
When the moon o'er quiet streams 
Sheds her radiance from the sky. 
When through grove and verdant alley 
Shepherds take their homeward way, 
Whilst along the listening valley 
Echo wafts some rustic lay. 
Wilt thou then recall the hour 

When Love, foredoomed to breathe farewell, 
Sighed, as with prophetic power. 
O'er the grief it could not tell ? 

Or when Winter's storm shall rage, 

When I course the surging sea, 
1^0 one near me to assuage 

Aught of fears that turn to thee. 



8 WATBIDE WARBLINGS. 

When perchance the soul is yearning 

For a home beyond the grave, 
Kind and dear ones vainly mourning, 
None to succour, none to save. 
Wilt thou then recall the hour 

WhenLove, foredoomed to breathe^'Farctr^Z/," 
Sighed, as with prophetic power, 
0*er the grief it could not tell 1 



*'SHE IS NOT THEEE!" 

Since thou art gone, ever-dearest Maid, 

The Sun of life all darkness seems to me ! 
My stricken he«urt, by heavy woes o'erlaid, 

Sinks 'neath the pain amid the thoughts of thee. 
At mom, where we were wont erewhile to meet, 

By the lone hearth I view thy vacant chair ; 
My wandering eyes thy form no longer greet, 

And in my grief I cry " She is not there ! " 



SHE IS NOT THEBB. ; 

Then when, at noon, I seek the sylvan shade, 

The rocky glen where flows the streamlet clear, 
Methinks thy voice conies stealing through the glade, 

And all its soul-felt charm again is near ! 
In every flower an emblem fair I trace 

Of thy soft bloom, — ^as frail but yet more rare, — 
Each bending bough recalls thy modest grace, 

AU speak of thee, but Oh ! tlum art not there. 

Lonely and sad again I roam at eve. 

In dream of her whose smile was bUss to me. 
Whose soothing word could every care relieve, — 

Now, nought of joy around my path I see : 
But ere this brow in hallowed silence sleeps. 

When to kind Heaven I raise my final prayer. 
From each bright star that wakeful vigil keeps, 

m deem sweet whispers come that thou art there I 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

** If 1 had thought that thou couldst die, 
I should not weep for thee." — ^Woolfe. 

O'er land and sea, when day is gently fading, 

And conies the night, borne on her car of jet, 
In silence deep, with mystic hues o'ershading 

Each once-bright scene where in times past we met, 
Pensive and sad, by the still cherished bower, 

I wander lone, that none my grief may see ; 
For there meseems each now declining flower 

Its fragrance yields, in memory, dear, of thee. 

When the pale moon its holy light is shedding 

O'er the dark cypress of thy final home, 
Methinks I view thine image lightly treading 

The verdant path where we were wont to roam. 
Then forth I bend, as if assured of meeting 

Thy long-lost smile, the softly-beaming eye : 
Ah ! 'tis delusion, all my senses greeting ; 

Thou art not here, but with the blest on high. 



WHAT IS LIFE ? 11 

And when, at last, in sheltered quiet seeking 

Oblivion's balm, tbe weary sours repose, 
Dear thoughts of thee, my fitful slumber breaking, 

Find me at mom still weeping o*er my woes. 
Nought can beguile the sorrows now overclouding 

Life's fevered dream, from which I fain would flee, 
Save the fond hope that lifts this veil enshrouding, 

And points to bliss beyond — ^rejoining thee ! 



WHAT IS LIFE ? 

Weary, each mom, we quit our curtained rest, 

Again employ the Steel and Windsor brown, 
Eesume the tie, the " old familiar " vest. 

And at the joyless board again sit down. 
Then o'er the meagre news our glances rove, — 

' Tis the routine of each unvarying day : 
What were such lot, did Friendship, Wine, and Love 

Withold their beams from Life's o'erclouded way % 



12 WATSIDE WARBLINGB. 

Let Breakfast pass, — tho* without gleam of change, 

Soon chimes the hour that some to Office calls, 
Some lounge at Court, some humbler pathway range, 

On all, or more or less, Carets burthen falls. 
The noon and dusk arrive, and some remove 

To friendly homes, — some with their dear ones stray; 
Ah I then how sweet, where Friendship, Wine, and Love 

Lend their kind beams to Life's entangled way ! 

Poor and sequestered, far from kindred breasts 

Whose love might soothe, or share the wasting sigh. 
The Trappist Monk his noiseless step arrests, 

To only whisper, " Brother^ we must die.^* 
Dared thoy of hearts so lorn the truth to prove. 

Full surely would such chastened hermit say, 
" Oh I what is Life, if Friendship, Wine, and Love 

Shod not their beams along its wildering way ! " 

For mo — should Fate decree that on this Earth 
My years out-number those of Friends avowed. 

Or if to sadden my still lonely hearth 

By dictate stem my Wine-cup*s disallowed, 



ON SEEING A LADY, ETC. 13 

Or fond affection's offered prayer should prove 

But lost in air, and vain its soul-felt lay, 

Then let me die ; for — Friendship, Wine^ and LoVe, — 
Ye are the stars of Life's benighted way ! 



ON SEEING A LADY OF BANK PERSONALLY 
ADMINISTERING COMFORT TO THE POOR. 

*^ Oh, far more sweet than waiting Wealth's oold smile, 
Or humbly bowing at his gilded door. 
Is sorrow's plaint to tenderly beguile. 
And earn the prayed-for blessings of the poor.^ 

How sweet to rove, 'mid blooming meads and bowers, 
Where scents the air the perfume of their flowers, 
When tuneful birds uplift the grateful lay. 
While Sol ascends the glorious throne of day ; 
At noon to sit beneath the sylvan shade. 
On mossy bank, of some stream-mirrored glade. 
There with the nine, some soul-felt page rehearse. 
Or from the teeming fancy pour the verse ; 
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Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky, 
Your song upraised beside my parent home 1 

Say, have you seen beside a low-thatched cot, 

(Where flowerets cluster at spring's earliest tide). 
An aged form, — ah me ! his sightless lot, — 

His maiden child his fond and only guide ? 
Yes, it is there I first beheld the light. 

But youth advanced while poorer even than poor, 
I prayed to Heaven, and Hope with beacon bright 

Pointed my path to this protecting shore. 

Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high, 
Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 

Say have you e'er, beneath my native sky. 
Your song upraised beside my parent home ? 

Ah, if, like me, of a dear father reft, 
You sought a shelter in some distant land, 

Like me, without a mother's fondness left. 
My sorrow deep you then will understand. 



THE BUTTERPLT. 5 

The pangs of absence then, like me, you'd own^ 

When doomed from all you hold most dear to part, 
Memories, alas ! of days for ever gone. 

Which soothe, even while they rend, the yearning 

heart. 
Ye warblers gay, who at my lattice high 

Daily at mom from your green coverts roam, 
Oh, wing your flight beneath my native sky, 
And there record my grief to those at home. 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

To wake into new being, with the young and vernal 

Spring, 
To crave for sweets from every flower that 's smiled 

on from on high. 
In fitful search to wander on, as sports the zephyr's wing. 

And with the Autumn's fading bloom to wither and 
to dia 
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Till man advanced, and in his daring strong, 
Tore, as it were, great Nature's veil aside, 
And, from some wondrous height, beheld the stars 
*Mid a benighted Heaven, at noon of day.* 

And see where, slumbering at the monarch's feet, 
To the deep plaint of troubled Arveiron, 
Lapped all in flowers, the green and perfumed vale 
Woos a repose, o'er which Death frowning reigns. 
Yet, more at peace than he who, at the feast, 
Beheld a sword suspended o'er his brow, 
Chamouni seems to smile, and calmly sinks to rest. 



* From a certain point of the Mount, and through some fissure 
in the rocks, the heavens appear darkened, and the stars are 
perfectly yisible at noon day. 
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THE MmSTEEL. 

'* Harper ! — awake thy soft music — the musio 
Which charms thine own maiden — sing joyous : 
The Moonlight that smiles on our cup so benignly, 
Will soon be o'ershadowed in darkness." — Bowsing. 

" If thou beloved wouldst aim to be," 
(Thus Cupid seemed to whisper me,) 

" Join my glad train, and with the sound 
Of thy sweet Lute charm all around ; — 
For know — through Life's unequal way. 
The Fair still loves the MinstreFs lay." 



Enchanted, I, with heart as light 

As woodland bird, or fairy sprite. 

Go forth to breathe my eager song, 

And mix with every mirthful throng ; 

But Oh ! will Beauty's ear obey 

The wanderer's prayer, the Minstrel's lay 1 
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I^ove crowns my wish, and pleasure now 
Dwells in my heart and on my brow ! 
And tlirough the realms of envied faxao, 
Tlie flag unfurled proclaims my name, 
Whilst Hope still cheers with onward ray 
The path where rings the Minstrers lay. 



Here Village Maids, at evening Ml, 
To dance and sing attend my call ; 
And yester-mom yon high-bom Dame 
To listen at her lattice came 
And sighed : — " Ah ! chase my grief away, 
Thou tuneful soul of Minstrel lay ! '* 



Thus lyre in hand, by Cupid led, 
T haste my maiden prize to wed, 

Whose glowing heart unswayed and free 

Responds to mine, in grief and glee. 

And loves, afar jfrom perils gay. 

The Minstrel, and the Minstrel's lay — 



DEAR ISLE OF ALBION. 19 

Kingdoms are won by heroes bold, 

Misers are charmed by paltry gold, 

» 

Fools by delusions light as air ; 

But Oh ! to please and win the fair, 

All, great and small, must own the sway 

Of Minstrel and of Minstrel lay. 



DEAR ISLE OF ALBION ! * 

Where the Switzer treads the mountain snows. 

That bask in Freedom's brightest ray, 
Where Lemarty fraught with beauty, flows. 

There Jfirst I hailed Life's dawning day j 
There smiles my happy childhood's home — 

Tho' dear to memory still it be, 
Oh ! yet I love thy shores to roam, 

Thrice glorious Albion^ brave and free ! 

* The Stanzas were suggested to the author on his being asked, 
as a foreigner, if he liked England. 

C 2 
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In youth, ivhcn led, with ardent glance, 

To climcH and cities rich with fame, 
I pauMsd awhile, nor dared advance, 

For Peace found there no honoured name :* 
I tumf)d— I liastened from the scene, 

'rh(5 wild, the threatful storm to flee. 
And Mought thy cliirs — thy pastures green, 

I)(jar IhIc of Albion, brave and free ! 

Hinaa then, where native beauty shone, 

Kntranced I've bowed beneath her smile ; 
And with Life's current glided on, 

Wlujrrj Fri(5ndKhip steered my bark the while. 
\a'X otlmrH sliglit thy clouded skies, 

Tliy 1h)Iii<;h have sunsliine still for me ; 
Vi)T ixowii can glad my heart — my eyes, 

Lik(} tliino, Albion, brave and free ! 

Wlicii Life's gay noon shall long have passed, 
And all its varied tale be told. 



• AIIuMi(»n iH Itoro tii.'kIo to the revolutionary movements abiond. 
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When through my weakened veins at last 
The vital stream grows dull and cold — 

Let this my truth, my homage prove, 
When gone — and let my slumber be 

With those, the friends whom now I love, 
And thee, dear Albion, brave and free ! 



LOVE SUBDUED. 

The strife is o'er, the link is broken 
That bound my wildered heart to thee. 

The name my lip so oft hath spoken 
Xo pain-fraught spell hath now for me. 

Yet, — I wiU love thee as the flower 
At morning loves the freshening dew. 

As loves the bee the sunny hour, 

The stars their heavenly dome of blue. 
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As fleeting as the glancing beam 

That smiles through April's changefdl skies, 
Shall now become each secret dream 

Inspired by those enthralling eyes. 

» 
Still shall my soul with fond devotion, 

As bows the Pilgrim at his shrine, 

Devoid of feverish Love's emotion, 

!^gard that saint-like brow of thine. 

Yes, I will love as angels love 
Of penitence the trembling prayer. 

That flame-like soars to realms above, 
To seek for healing mercy there ; — 

Nay, as the Child of kindest Mother 
Might feel its dearest impulse free, 

Or as the Sister to the Brother, 
So only now art thou to me. 
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TO A FRIEND, OF A MISGIVING SPIRIT. 

"It is appointed unto all men onoe to die, and after death the 
judgment."— St. Paul. 

Oh ! tell me not tliat all must end below, 

Here, on tills Earth, wliate'er may be our lot, 
Wbetber our path be marked by bliss or woe, 

That in the grave all, all must be forgot : 
For there 's a voice within, as strong as sweet, 

Proclaiming still that judgment yet will come ; 
When its reward each struggling soul shall meet, 

Joy in its rest, or mourn its awful doom. 

Nay, tell me not that they who ne'er have known 

Of comfort aught or health's inspiring glow, 
Whose paths have been by sorrow still bestrown, 

Whose eyes but know of burning tears the flow, 
Shall not be solaced by some angel kind. 

When they awake from that absorbing night, 
Ordained to soothe the dark despairing mind, 

And lead the morning on of Heaven's own light. 
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Xor say tliat he who with a reckless sway, 

Exults to crush the falling and the weak, 
Who dares to quench of life the sacred ray, 

Whose tyrant deeds for vengeance loudly speak ; 
Whose festive cup, dimmed with the tears of woe, 

Is raised hy hands stained with his martyr's gore. 
Shall, when his victims and himself lie low, 

Slumher in peace, and rest for evermore. 

Or that the good who, with the kindliest care, 

Plucks the deep thorn from out the suiffering soul, 
Who calls on homeless worth his gifts to share, 

And virtue makes, thro' every path, his goal, 
Shall not when freed from this his " mortal coil,^* 

Awake anew in some bright sphere above, 
There to receive a guerdon for his toil, — 

A home of ever-hallowed joy and love. 

Again, — that they within a cloister drear, 

Who, for the evil of some guardless hour, 
Pray night and mom with fervency and fear, 

To be forgiven by an all-bounteous Power, 
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Who shun the world and henceforth only crave 
That soon may cease to flow the vital stream, 

That hopes like these sink with them in the grave, 
Their feith, their future — ^but an idle dream. 

It may not be : — see, how each blooming flower 

Which decks the earth, and gladdens every eye, 
That Hves and dies within its fragrant bower, 

Receives anew eff'ulgence from on high. 
Which bids it rise and in fi*esh beauty shine, 

When Winter 's past and comes the vernal time ; 
Why may not war?, endowed with breath divine, 

Thus wake to life and light, and change sublime ? 

Then tell me not that all must end below 

In this brief world, whatever may be our lot, 
Whether our course be marked by weal or woe, 

All^ in the grave, at last must be forgot ; 
For Reason, with Religion — stem, yet sweet — 

Assures our hearts that judgment yet will come ; 
When its reward each answering soul shall meet, 

Joy in its rest, or wail its awful doom ! 
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THE VIOLET. 

^Mm§d <m the lap of lolitiide and shade, 
Th$ Tlokt Rnilef embownned in the glade : 
There eheda her ipirit on the lonely gale^ 
Gem ol feeliulon 1 treaeiire of the Tale ! "— -Hbiahb. 

lorelitftt child of spring-tdme ! emblem &ail 
Of the j(nmg, Tirttums, and retiiiiig lieart — 
Thou bidden prize, that from thy emerald cell 
Shedit fifagrance roimd each leaf-tmfolding bower — 
How, in thj solitude, I love to seek 
Thy fairy covert, where thou seemest fain 
To shun the beams of the ali-searching day, 
And there abide unknown ! Yet 'neath the shade 
Of the proud oak, where flows the limpid stream, 
The balmy breeze reveals thy soft retreat ; 
But fear thou not ; this friendly hand shall ne'er 
Disturb the peace thou lovest, nor rudely tear 
Thy fragile beauties from their place of life : 
No — howsoe'er I love thy freshening breath, 
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Forbid it. Heaven ! that I should grasp, self-blamed, 
A pleasure, even at a poor floweret's cost ! 
Then bloom imharmed beneath the passing hour : 
Fanned by light zephyrs, and devoid of cares. 
Enjoy of Nature kind the fostering smile, 
Whilst on her gentle breast thy pillowed head 
May softly rest, guarded from Summer's ray 
Or Autumn's blast ; and when the tempest rude 
Of Winter drear shall bind the streamlet's flow, 
And o'er the Earth extend its chilling gloom, 
StiU in her bosom And her parent home ! 

Oh ! why like thee, — lone dweller of the vale, 
May I not rest beneath some lowly roof, 
In silence, in- obscurity unscathed 
By viper-nurtured Envy's blighting gaze j 
And, far apart fix)m a cold-hearted world. 
Its feverish pleasures and its fawning crew, 
live in my genial shelter, aU unblamed 
Disciple true »of sweet Benevolence 1 — 
(Benevolence, along whose pathway joy 
Serene, with bland content her holiest guest. 
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Cullfi thomless roses for unmoital wear, 

Pointing the while to other, happier, howers, 

That stand afar from those amhitioos heights 

Essayed hy giddy mortals, who hut fEdl 

Back into dark despair, then mocked and scorned. 

Sink down heneath the wreck of haffled hopes, 

And groan amid the pangs of hnming shame : 

But no such griefs, O heauteous flower are thine, 

'Not is thy still and midnight couch assailed 

By gloomy dreams that all too loudly speak 

Of past misrule, or good left unpursued). — 

For like thy modest self, to Nature true. 

And deaf alike to censure or applause. 

Her kindly virtues shed their influence round ; 

Here, angel-like, fulfil their mission dear, 

And then, like grateful incense, rise to Heaven ! 

Oh, that such favoured lot through life were mine, 

My name hy only true affection breathed, 

My simple wants hy gracious cares supplied, 

And power vouchsafed to shed those blessings round 

Which best may speak, within my humble sphere. 

My thanks to Him who called the Violet forth. 
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Bade it within its confine low to yield 
Its odours to the encircling air, and read 
(As with a voice) a lesson to mankind ! 



"THE HEAKT AND THE TONGUE."* 

''The shallowest streams make the most sound/' — Old Pbovebb. 

'' The tongue in flattering falsehood deals."— Bybon. 

" I court the effusions that spring from the heart."— Ibid. 

** I hate the cant of words that want 

The truth of hearts sincere." — Caldeb Campbell. 

In life's bright dawn and spring-time oft 

We whisper, with a tender fear, 
Two aspirations, sweetly soft. 

That, spell-like, charm the captive ear : 



* Stanzas suggested on hearing a young Lady say that her 
Lover could not entertain a true affection towards her, since he 
but seldom spoke in allusion to his passion. 
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Thtf one ii << Mother ! "—then, <<! lore ! " 
Childhood's fresh lips the fiist impart ; 

The next, as murmoxed from the dove, 
Comes trembling from the inmost heart 

Th$ Jlrti when in&nt-aocents breathe. 

How feels the Parent's heart the call ! 
The Mcondf what young hopes enwreathe 

The maiden's— Ah ) what doubts enthrall ! 
Thou trusting Fair, beware, beware ! 

''I lovel** is sweet, most sweet, 'tis true; 
But oft that word how many dare, 

Who yet its value never knew ! 

Judgment alone can safely guide 

Thy ways the truthful one to prove ; 
And those who prudent cares deride 

Are foremost still to say " I love ! " 
They feel the least who most proclaim ; 

The practised tongue 'twere best to fear ! 
When words overlay the flatterers aim, 

Tike fieart should weigh, and not t?ie ear. 
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LIFE IN SADNESS. 



tt 



Better to sink 'mid Alpine snows, 
Or gasp beneath a burning sky ; 

Or where the turbid Niger flows, 
Unheeded, unlamented die — 

Than, living, lingering, mourn for aye 

O'er blighted hope, or love's decay." 



O life ! thou art a sorry gift, when Fate 
Decrees to him who bears thy onerous load 
A darksome path of storms, a pilgrimage 
Of cares and griefs alone, that gathered seem 
From all the ills that Adam's race betide, 
To here assail the soul and wound the heart 
Beyond recall of joy or earthly peace ; 
When none is nigh to bid Affection pour 
Her softening balm to chase the bitter tear — 
Or of Hope's star invoke the cheering beam 
O'er the lone way, shadowed with tlireatful gloom, 
Where grim despair follows each wandering step, 
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And help is called in vain, to guide, to save, 

Or ease awhile the oroshing weight of woe ! 

life thus how sad ! — ^Ah, then how sweet the tomh I 

How sweet ! when from above an angel, sent 

In pity, breaks the spirit's worldly bonds 

And bids it soar to realms of bliss and love, 

Where sorrows come not, where ** the weary rest," 

And all our being's long-veiled mysteries 

Unfold before that Omnipresent Power, 

That Sun of light, that over-searching eye. 

Of Hm, the Onb that sees and orders all ! 
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OJ^ HEAEmG A LADY SAY THAT WHAT- 
EVEE HEK ADVANTAGES, SHE SOMEHOW 
COULD NEVEE, OK SELDOM, FIND STEDFAST 
FKIENDS. 

Full many a flower that on its stem doth pine 
Craves to be gathered by some timely hand ; 

On gentle breast in blameless pride to shine, 
While yet its beauties to the day expand. 

Full many a lovely flower that hourly sighs 
For such sweet transit from its native spot, 

In deepest shade and lonely sadness dies, 
Unseen, or noted but to be forgot. 

Oh ! 'tis not beauty only that can raise 
The fond desire to win the alluring prize : 

There must the fragrance dwell, whose charm betrays 
The gifts, that own their Giver in tl;e skies. 
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Foi only Virtue's olaima the soul can bind, 
And tnit the ties of Priendship and of Love, 

Even as lier light sheds lustre on the mind. 
And lead our way to happier reabna ahove. 



OUR NATIVE HOME. 

How Bweet seema every flower, 
Each scene — nay, all we priz^ 

"When calls the parting hour. 
And turn our aaddening eyeB 

From that dear home, oni native shore, 

Where we may roam, ah, never more ! 

The voice we fondly love. 

Its accents soft and tme. 
What dearer cares they move 

Breathing a last adieu. 
When from our home, our native shore. 
We part, perchance to meet no more i, 
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The stranger lip may smile 

Beneath inspiring skies, 
But nought can e'er beguile 

The heart which truly sighs 
For that dear home, its native shore, 
Where it may roam, ah, never more. 

Ah ! yes, life brighter seems, 

When all we hold most dear 
Thus gilds its transient dreams, 

Sharing each hope and fear 
In that loved home, our native shore. 
Where we may roam, ah, never more. 

So, when all earthly strife 

And joy for ever cease. 
The soul, with freedom rife. 

Seeks its atoning peace 
In that dear home, its native shore. 
Again to roam, oh, never more ! 
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TWO FRIENDS ARE BUT ONE. 

SlANZAS 
ADnaESSBD TO C>NB !N MISFORTUNE. 

" A full and perfect frieadBhip is one In wMah two QfttnreE 
nutch each otim in ever; E&ciilty.''— UlsH Mdbach. 

I " There »re chord* nithin the heart, indeed, 

^ Which lint our eonla together in a clue 

That dJEtance cannot part, or death luido.''^ — 

J. A. Hbbadd. 

Gbietz not if Fate with iron avay 

Hath sealed thy saddeuiug doom, 
Affection true shall still essay 

To qnell the threatful gloom : 
Her heaven-lent power shall of the stoim 

Bid each dark cloud begone, 
And o'er thee shed its sunl^ht warm, — 

For " Two friends are hut one." 
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And thiis life's flower, — ^feho* droopmg: mow- 
By such sweet influence rare, 

Shall hloom anew, no more to bow 
Beneath the chill despair : 

And as the Oak the Ivy shields, 
When on its succour thrown ; 

My faith to thine its refuge yields,— 

For " Two friends are. hut one,^ ' 

Heed not the heartless and the cold. 

The false, who but deride 
Whatever of change our paths u»fold 

That darkens o'er their pride ; 
/ still will dry thine every tear, 

Eegard thy soul- felt moan, 
And share thy joy when joy shall cheer, — 

For " Twofri&nds are but (meP 

Where Hope yet lingers — there we'll roam, 

And whatsoe'er my sphere. 
Thou in this breast shalt claim a home, 

A claim for ever dear. 
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My deeds not words each truth shall prove 

Ab yet may all atone, 
And half the ills of life remove, 

Where " Twofrietiiis are but one." 



And if the vital stream should ceaae 

To flow within my veins, 
And leave this trusting heart to peace 

Freed from all worldly pains. 
Fail not, — ^but look for aid above 

And pray to Him alone 
Who taught ua hero, in pitying love, 

That " Two friends are i\tt one." 
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LINES 

Suggested on receiving a "Church Service," 
transmitted anonymously, which the writer sus- 
pects to have been sent by a valued lady- 
FRIEND. 

precious gift ! Holy and welcome tome ! 

In kindness sent to cheer a lonely home ; 

Proof of some faithful, all-observant care, 

For which shall ever rise the grateful prayer, 

With thanks to Him who graciously hath given 

The pious rule that points our way to Heaven ; 

Plainly thou showest that here the hidden name 

Courts no false Kght from Fancy's idle flame, 

Far other thought, for the recipient's sake. 

Hallows the seal the donor will not break. 

Of one, who, veiled in silence, watches near 

My path, even as a sister-spirit dear. 

Whose angel mission 'tis, with sweet control, 

To aid — ^perchance, to save — a Brother's wearied soul. 
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TO A FAIR DOUBTER 

Oh ! the witchery of thy beaming eye, 
The gentle pressure of thy hand, 

A aaint of marble might defy. 
But one of life could not withstand ! 

The thrilling tones of that dear yoice 
Steal o'er the sense, lite wafted sounds 

From realms where rolling epheica r^oice, 
And angel song their path rebounds. 

I would not lose for thrones the bliss 

Thy song's sweet magic pours around, 
If or wish for other worlds than this, 
Where thy loved form might not be found. 

Then quit those doubts that shade thy biow, 
Bid lays benign around me shine, 

And Oh, believe my heart is now. 
And must remain for ever, thine ! 
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ORPHAN JANE, 

THE SEMPSTBESa 

(Pabaphrased from the French.) 

OfiS^VE yon Cot, — at whose lattice low, 

In spring time sweet the young flowers appear ! 
'Tis the loved abode of a Maiden dear, — 
Oh, she is fair as the driven snow ! 

Tis the humble home of a sempstress poor. 

But grateful still, and happy too, 
Is orphan Jane ; — for though small her store. 
Yet are her wants and her wishes few. 



Amid the bells of those nursling flowers, 
A warbler dear its light carol essays ; — 
When saddened she feels, its innocent lays 
Beguile the toils of her wearying hours ;- 

'Tis the grateful Bird of the sempstress poor. 

Her only mate ; — yet grateful too. 
Is orpiiaji Jane, — for though small her store. 
Yet are her wants and her wishes few. 
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I In her the Borrowing find a friend, 

And oft they Bbaie with the Maid a part 
Of her Beauty meane, — for her eensate heart 
I Is ever the first ita aid to lend. 

'Tia the daily care of the sempstreBB poor ; 

But grateful still, and happy too, 
Is orphan Jane ; — for, though small her store. 
Yet are her wants and her wishes few. 
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EEFLECTIVE STANZAS. 



" I will rejoice cpver the dispodtion of the nghteous, tmd I 
will remember also their pilgrimage, and the aslvaUon, and the 
reward that they ebnll liave."— II Esdkab, Ca«F. 6. t. 39. 

When, deeply-wondering, I survey 
The gifts this beauteous world contains, 

And think how brief is here our stay, 
What solemn awe the soul enchains I 
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And then — Dread Grave . — Insatiate Power ! 

Whose depths mysterious none divine, 
Until arrives the appointed hour 

That makes the stricken mortal thine, — 

Oh ! how we dream — what might have been 
If Sin on Man had never frowned ! * 

What fadeless wreaths the brow serene 
Had worn, by Time unchanging crowned ! 

Yes, — then secure would all appear, — 
Still present — Ah ! no future state. 

Threatening with doubts and shapeless fear, 
Touching what there may be our fete. 

So strays the thought, — ^for howsoever 
We prize the path to good inclined, 

The Temjpter still is ambushed there 
To snare the self-relying mind ; 

* '* thou Adam, what hast thou done ? for thou it was thou 
that siniied, thou art not fallen alone, but we all that come of 
thee." 
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To lure it from its better creed. 

To bid it plume itself in pride, 
And whiaper that each goodly deed 

But sinks in dark Oblivion's tide ; 

Yet^ through this chaos, this dismay, 
Clouding, alas ! our earthly course. 

Faith points with heaven-ward hand the way 
To One redeeming, blissful source ! 

Then let the trembling spirit call 

On Him who comes, with mission kind, 

To guide as in our mortal thrall. 
And preach Salvation to makind, 

To grant, that, through his guardful might 
Becalled to Gron's all-pardoning love. 

We may, beyond tins clorfng Night, 
Awake in brighter realms above. 
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FAEEWELL, THOU BEAUTEOUS ISLE. 

* Dear Mother of Freedom, farewell ! "— Btbon. 

Farewell, thou Beauteous Isle, 

Where my fast-fleeting youth 
Basked m the sunny beams 

Of Pleasure and of Truth ; 
Where all I have learnt to prize 

Of thine I lose again, 
Whilst I my fate pursue 

Far o'er the changeful main : 

Yet all unlike its wave, 

Where'er my spirit roams, 
Changeless will be its love 

For thy long cherished homes ; 
For of the past, kind dreams 

Shall oft around me blend ; 
And hopes of future joys 

Their cheerful whispers lend. 
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I leave thee with a heart 

Which thronging griefs o'erswell ; 
While to thy shores I breathe 

A sad and long " Farewell ! *' 
Adieu then — soon will fade 

For me life's brightest ray, 
And darker seem my j)ath 

As far from thee I stray. 

But ye Powers benign, 

Who guard Britannia's Land, 
And ye who bear me now 

From its unrivalled strand, 
The Pilgrim's dearest bliss 

If yet ye deign for mine, 
*Tis when ye guide me back 

To Freedom's proudest shrine ! 
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WILL YOU THEN THINK OF ME ? 

Lady, — Since we are called awhile to part, — 

Tou fer away, Health's influence to renew, 
And calm the griefs that now o'erweigh your heart, 

/ to remain— to dream of only you — 
When Friendship seeks your sorrows to beguile, 

And sad remembrance from its chain to free. 
When all around shall wear the genial smile. 

Say will you then, Oh ! will you think of me ? 

In festive halls, if won perchance to stray 

Where social welcome rules the inspiring hour. 
And there awhile among the fair and gay. 

You yield your cares to pleasure's kinder power, 
If at such gladdening time should there appear — 

Some joyless form — some pensive brow to see. 
Brooding in thought o'er one in absence dear, 

Say, win you then, Oh ! will you think of me ? 
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Oi, vhen amid fail Xatiue's aceoes jon laam. 

In silent gkdes, or by the Ocean wild, 
Bccftlling there perhaps the loi^-lost homey 

The paths, the haimls, beloved while yet a child, 
When those far distant seem in Tisiun near. 

And o'er the past regretful memories flee. 
Will yet a thought he spared to -trouder here 1 — 

Say, will you then. Oh ! will you think of me ( 

Alas ! as onward flows the stream of life, 

(Oh ! may it e'er, for thee, in calmness flow ! ) 
How few we find — where wasting alorms are rife, 

FAimpt to relieve^ or fend the threatM blow ! 
But from thy cares— should Scope's bright anchor break. 

To whom would turn my heart if not to thee ) 
Say — if wore mine the grief— tho' all forsake, — 

Say Lady, i/ien — Oh ! wouldst thou think on me I 
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TO A MUCH ESTEEMED FKIEND, 

WHOSE THOUGHTLESSNESS CAUSED ME TO COMMENT WITH 

SOME WARMTH ON HIS CONDUCT, AND WHO FROM 

THENCEFORTH CEASED HIS VISITS. 

" Coldness dwells within my heart, 

A gloud is on thy brow, 
We have been friends together, 
Shall a light word part ns now I '*— Mbs. Nobton. 

When first, 'neath Friendship's gladdening light 

"We met, and bade affection weave 
A spell that should our hearts unite, 

Ne'er thought I thus — ah ! thus to grieve ! 



We parted, — ^then again we met. 
Freely enjoyed the fleeting hour. 

And thought and vowed to ne'er forget 
Through life its soul-restoring power. 
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When Fate decreed that we should part, 
Sadly that parting seemed to tell. 

While hands were twined, how warm the heart, 
That sighed of each the deep " Farewell ! " 



" Again we met," — dispelled our care. 
And scattered from each jjther's brow 
' The clouds that long had threatened there 
To mar the looked-fttr joy — but now — 



We meet, — ^but Oh ! with cheeks of fin 
And looks that, half-ressntfdl, dart 

Or smile or taunt of covert ire, 
Each other pass — and coldly part ! 




Why now inflict, — Ah ! wherefore say, 
On me such keen unlooked-for pain 1 

With me, as in our happiest day, 

Kind thoughts still — still assert their reign ! 
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"Witliiii my breast I never bore 

Malicious cares, nor e'er was fain 
Thy name to leave in Slander's powe 

Then why this silent cold disdain 9 



Hath Honour ceased to point my way, 
Or Duty — say, hath Friendship's breath — 

In " light reproval " quenched the ray 
Which nought thou saidst could shade but death ! 



Say, have I not, when grief was thine, 
Thy sorrows soothed and mourned thy lot. 

Or oft, at blithesome Pleaaure*s shrine, 
All claims of self in thine forgot ? 



Yes, — and thou knowst thou canst not blame ; 

While seems a voice to whisper me 
That Eeason's soon re-kindling flame 

Will bid the cloud-like error flee. 
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Then hero, Oh ! let me soon resign 
The MIC sad memories of the past ; 

And trust, through Providence benign, 
The future to the truth at last. 
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LOVE IN ABSENCE. 

Oh ! how TvB loved thee, — Ask me not ;— 

"Hb not in language to espiesB 
Hot blisa-fraught seemed my altered lot, 
When Love vouchsafed my path to bless 



Then, all the rest of Earth forgot, 

Its pomp, its pleaaniea, — false and vain, 

To thee, 'mid every happier thought, 
My Lute attuned its every strain. 
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At mom, eie rose the tuneful lark, 
I woke to breathe a prayer for thee, 

At noon the breeze that sped my bark 
Came wafting thy dear name to me. 



In the clear sky-reflecting stream 
I traced the azure of thine eye, 

Until in Love's ecstatic dream 
Methought thy image floated by. 



Ah ! now — ^in bowers, where oft we'd strayed 
I rove where none my path may share, 

And only And the deeper shade, 
For thou, its loadstar, art not there. 



Until my weary eyelids close 
Amid the shadowy speU of night, 

When l^ature, sunk in cahn repose. 
Of thee recalls some vision bright^ 
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"With which its paths are ever rife. 
And aaddened hearts beguile : 
Pointing to that bright source on high 
Of light and bliss, — beyond the sky. 



WHAT IS THE SPELL J 

" la pleaAUTE'a dream, in Borrov's hour, 
In crowded ball or lonely bnver, 
The biwinBfls of ray life ithall bo 
Foi eror to renmober thee I " 

" "What is the Spell," Thou oft hast said, 
That hinds me, loved one to thy &te, 

That makes me, when from thee, dear Maid I 
All else forget, or madly hate 1 



'Tis not that brow with whiteness beaming, 
Stfunless and fresh as mountain snows. 

That lustrous eye (too oft misdeeming 
That art in mine the truth o'er grows,) 
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Tis not that gentle mien (whick viewing 

I deem of angels from above, 
Commissioned here our pathway strewing 

"With flowers of blissful hope and love.) 

'Tis not that voice of seraph tone, 

'Tis not the skill that wakes thy Lute, 

(Touched with a grace that all must own), 
I'd love thee still, tho' both ■^ere mute. 

The gifts that from a source divine 

Shine all in thee more bright, more pure ; 

To me amfold a priceless mine 
Whose stores for ever will endure. 



Its heaven-born influence fills my heart. 
Gives all to life that's most refined. 

From soul-lit eyes directs its dart. 

And makes its home thy stainless mind ! 



WAYSIDE WARBLIHOB. 



'THE JOYS OF MEETING. 



Oh ! who can paint the blest emotion, when 
Again we greet the form of one beloved 

Long lost to UBj through Baddened je&is, and then 
Eetraoe the Boenes where oft, erewhile, we've roved ! 

It is a jo; which only tmth can feel. 

Bat has no equal power, no language to reveal — 

A^ain to pieas the hand which gave the flower 
Whose guarded fragrance atilj in secret dwells. 

And sweetly tells of that remembered horn 
O'er which affection shed its holiest spells, 

When timid lips the soft confession hieathed, 

And seemed our yielding hecota with incense fire 
enwreathed. 
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Oh ! moments deax, when sigh responds to sigh ; 

When through each pulse letums the tieasured flame 
Whose light, in silence, iills the gladdene4 ^ye» 

And more than speaks, as in timea past, th^ same : 
Such "joy past joy " true hearts alone can feel, 
But have no equal power, no language to reveal ! 



ENGLAND ! 



THB HAPPT HOME FOR ME. 



Look the wide world o'er and o'er. 
Course the land and sea, 
Thine, Eng^s^id is the shore, 

The happy home foi: me ! 
There, thy fertile fields c^paong 
Freedom sings her dearest song. 
Thine, llngland, is the shorei^ 
The happy home for me I 
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"John I" said oace acaptain fine, 
"Will you link your fate to mine. 
Boldly join our fearleaa host. 
Bound for India's golden ootist, 
Leave tb.y cot and Beek afar 
The crowning gifts of glorioua war 1 "' 

No, Oh ! no, — the wide world o'er 
Course the land and sea, 
Thine, England, is the shore. 

My cot the home for me 1 
There, thy fertile fields among 
Freedom sings her dearest song, 
Thine, England, is the shore. 

The happy home for me ! 

" After many a wreck ftnd fight 
All with noble scars bedight, 
Thou'll return to count thy pel^ 
Grieat aa even I myself 
Think how feared and how desired, — 
How by all the world admired ! " 



1 
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No, Oh ! no, — the wide world o'er 
Course the land and sea. 
Thine, O England, is the shore, 

My cot the home for me ! 
There, thy fertile fields among 
Freedom sings her dearest song. 
Thine, England, is the shore 

The treasur'd home for me ! 



" Heedless of illustrious name, 
Wouldst thou live unknown to fame ? 
Think but of a hero's grave ! 
Thy tomb perhaps the mountain wave, 
Or thy shroud— (* Heaven save the mark ! ') 
The Sea-king's jaws, — ^the mighty shark ! " 



Oh ! no, no, — ^the wide world o'er 
Course the land and sea. 

Thine, England, is the shore. 

The resting place for me ! 
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There, thy fertile fields among, 
Freedom sings her joyous song. 
Thine, England, is the shore, 

The happy home for m6 1 



THE BROKEN SPELL. 

" Oh, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal and exercise 
Are still together, who twine as 'twere in love 
Inseparable, shall within this hoar, 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity.'' — Shaksfbabe. 

If angels missioned from above 

To mortals here sad truths to tell, 
Had breathed, that of this brother-love 

Thou soon wouldst break the illusive spell, 
I might have bowed in reverence deep 

Before that kindly warning theme — 
Yet, as if roused from fevered sleep, 

I should have thought it all a dream. 
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19'ay — sooner than I could have deemed 

Thy Mth so light, thy heart so cold — 
The stars to me had beamless seemed, 

The snn to lose its sea of gold ; 
But now — ^fifom visions felse, that came 

As if to cheer life's dreary way, 
I wake, and find that Friendship's flame 

Too oft but shines to lead astray. 



AFFECTION. 
(a sketch.) 

sweet Affection ! In this desert world 

The -verdant oasis, the refage dear. 

Whose freshening brightness cheers the pilgrim heart 

Along its lonely way — Affection — ^thou 

The sacred well, wherein we pour our griefs, 

The fount, amid whose flow is heavenly balm — 

Oh ! thou hast power even as of angel gift, 

Beyond all else on mortal cares bestowed, 
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To Eoothe the pang of Disappomtment'a sting, 

To lighten every weight of eartLly woe, 

To ahed thy healing o'er the hleeding heart, 

And yet again awake the fainting soul, 

To ■welcome lack the passing light of life I 

Eeatoring aa the breeze of blooming spring, 

Thou eoftly breatheat o'er Hope's declining ray, 

And lo ! its Btot with new effulgence beams. 

And visiona of the future dawn around, 

Of perfect joya that only dwell above, 

From wheaoc, tlirice-blesaed Affection, thou descendest, 

Winging thy seraph way, to share our gloom, 

And lend our human toila some light benign, 

Pointing in mercy to the Bona of Earth, 

Some upwatd glance to thy immortal home. 

Oh ! mayst thou atill, through all my stormy path, 

Tliy guidance lend ; and, where Death's welcome sleep 

Shdl come to lay thia throbbing pulse at rest. 

Bend watchful by, my last farewell to hear. 

And with thy holiest smile prodaiai that Heaven is 
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THE MOKN MAY SMILE, AND YIELD A 

BRIGHTER DAY. 



*'I1 n'est pas de lumidre sans ombres.*' — Bacoe. 

Bt the low porch of a green-ivied cot> 

An aged bard, with heart still blythe and gay, 
To a young Maid, bowed 'neath her hapless lot, 

Thus gently breathed his kindly soothing lay : 
" Weep not, my child, if o'er thy youthful brow 

Fate's stealing sorrows lead their darkening sway ; 
For though thy path by Grief is shaded now. 

The mom may smile, and yield a brighter day. 

" Behold yon skies, by threatening gloom o'ercast ; 
Hearest thou the winds, the howling tempest drear? 
Yet o'er us soon the storm-cloud shall have past, 
And nature in her cheerfulness appear. 



I 



rs BBf sbQi^ Hid jidd « 



Alas! onbenftUleof voeoidllan, 

Hk tHManig tens that £m tlte brigiitest eye 
■t wmi 1H not bt lore Ae vodd loo veil, 

And lad ■■ BUM oar hopes to nalnis on lu^ ! 
Tliai weep not Otaa, tboq^ o'er th j jvotiifid bnnr 

Fate's sfaaliBg soraoira lead tbair jiiiiin. aw^ ; 
For thoogfa of Life ihe path lie eluded vow. 

Heaven jcA tOI smiley and yield a liHght» daj ! " 



HOPE. (J7 



HOPE. 

«The miserable have no other medicine but hope." — 

Shakespeabb. 

** Gome, and cradle my sorrows into rest." — Bowbiko. 

** Angel of Ufe ! thy flittering wings explore . 
Earth's loneliest bounds, and ocean's wildest shore.'* — 

T. GAMPBKLd. 

I hail thee, flEdrest child of heaven ! 

Bright Hope, with angel-channs arrayed ; 
Kindly to sorrowing mortals given, 

Their paths to light, their toil to aid ! 

When on thy breast we find repose. 
How lightly glides the favouring hour ! 

If Pleasure may be deemed a rose, 
Hope is the bud of that sweet flower. 

F 2 
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Thy anchor the frail bark sustaina 
Of him who battles with the storm ; 

"Where blighted friendship Fate airmgnB, 
Thy breath the atrickea heart doth wajn 



d by bolt or chain, 
Thou even sBekest the dungeon drear ; 
If Hades mouma its cureless pain, 
'Tia that thou hast not entered there, 

I see thy seraph-form ropel 

The plaint, the sigh, the vaia despair. 
O'er the dark future throw a spell, 

And show thy rainbow mildly fair. 

When wasting grief o'erwelghs the soul, 
And chimes the hour that sets it free. 

Thou pointst afar the Elysian goaJ, 

And Death is welcome — blest by thee ! 
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A STEP HEAVENWAED. 



(stanzas.) 



He who giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord.'* 



By saddening want a prey to many a storm — 

Left to the weight of years and wasting grief, 
Seest thou, my child, that pallid tottering form f 

Then haste to yield some tender, kind relie£ 
For, dearest one, this for thy guidance know : 

To suffering worth that such when meekly given, 
And each good deed achieved while here below, 

Angels record at the bright gates of Heaven. 

Learn thou, betimes to help thy fellow-man — 
A duteous act, which every day will prove 

A joy to thee, through Life's uncertain span, 
And scatter o'er thy path sweet flowers of Love. 



iw 



I Yes, dearest one, thia for thy guidance know, 
Of charity the toon thuB Immljly given, 

I Kind words vouchsafed, whilst treading Earth below, 
like incenBe rise to the bright gatea of Heaven. 



I Should Fate thy brow with endling fortTmes crown, 
Oh ! let thy heart in gifts be wisely free ; 
Lnd if by hapless chance reverses frown, 
Spare not to give, though less thy gift may be : 
[ Then, dearest child, this for thy guidance know. 
In Youth 01 Age, that euch when fitly given. 
Softening the ills that threaten oli below. 
Will plead for thee at the bright gatea of Heaven. 
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THE BELLS OF EVE. 

"Oh, spirit of sweet sound, whose mnsio lies 
Not merely in that peal which haunts the wind 
With dreamy sweetness.'' — AC. Cheetham. 

When the sweet bells of Eve shall souhd o'er hill and 

dale, 
And twilight o'er the wood shall draw its shadowy veil, 
When thou hast neither Mend nor kindred near to 

thee^— 

Think of me, think of me ! 

And if the bells of Eve should wake for me thy fears, 
Ask thou of hours gone by, if any caused thee tears — 
And they shall s&y that none was ever found, like thee, 

Dear to me, dear to me ! 

Oh I when the bells of Eve as mournfully they play. 
Vibrate upon my heart, when I am far away, 
ril deem their song divine — ^a song of hope for thee — 

And for me, and for me ! 



■mr 




LIMES ADDRESSED TO GAEIBALDI 

OH HIS FASSAOB THROUGH I 



A traabiidoar to mug of iadya oluitma, 
A Cour-de-Iion in each fe»t of ftrms." — 

The Heir, by Mra. B. TaoKAs. 



'Tby heart ia Hononr's i 



J. A. Hekadd. 



All Hail t Thou mftn of worth, prophet of all that 'a 

goofl, 
Before whom even thy foea in voadroiiB awe have 

stood; 
Whose very name was joy to all our brave and free, 
Whose presence seemed to spread a wide world Jubilee ! 

Thou earnest not as a king, with pomp and pride of 

heart. 
To seek a homage vain in which love bears no part ; 
But with an humble soul, and mind of high degree, 
Ihowing the realms around what Sovere^ty should he. 
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Yet as a king thoa wert on these piond shores receiyed, 
With sympathy and Mth that yet have ne'er deceived: 
A high and holy cause our Albion hailed in thee, 
The champion tried and trae of priceless Liberty ! 

But though then foughtst and bledst beneath her 

banners bright, 
'Twas not to gain a crown but save thy country's 

right, 
Which, trampled on by l^^rants, poured forth the fearful 

cry 
When Heaven-bom help in thy great name came, sent 

in dread reply. 

These are the deeds which cause a nation to upraise 
The chaplet to thy brow, to Heaven the songs of praise, 
That thou with god-like power, our human toils among, 
Wert missioned to redress the suffering peoples' wrong. 

Yet seeking no reward, and scant of store to live 
Even what thou needest for thyself to others thou 
didst give ; 
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Nay, in thy homage and thy Btrongth, bow at the 

patriot's throne, 
And kingdomB to thy King vouchsafed that might 

have been thine own. 



Diadflining wealth and Bplendonr, and every courtly 

ivile. 
Thou homeward sought that sacred spot, thy loved 

Capreran Isle ; 
Above al! monumenta now great in History's lustrous 

page. 
"lis fair Italia's pride, and treasure of the age. 

Yet eager once again to hail out Freedom's happieet 

ahore, 
Tba Ocean's gladdeoed waves thy bark came bounding 

o'er, 
And now beneath her Spring-time sky, 'mid many a 

thronging bond, 
Hei sons, from prince to peasant, haste to press thy 

hero-hand. 
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Bdt dfliiKRiXB lifle, snd wUdly sway both liypociites and 

fiiendsy 
That but to jeopardize thy days this our fond weloome 

tends * 
That, for the sake of all who still cherish some hopes in 

thee, 
Thou shouldst at once retrace thy steps across the 

£BiTOuring sea. 

So with that noble mind which e'er has good in view, 

And that unselfishness in thee so firmly true^ 

Thou yieldst to Duty, 'mid the shout that o'er thy 

pathway rings, 
And triumphs canst forego that might have graced a line 

of kings! 

Then, farewell ever-honoured one, may Heaven its 

blessings shower 
On thee and all of thine, and cause thy fortune ne'er to 
- lour; 

* Certain parties, interested in his disappearance firom this 
country, pretended that the excitement, consequent on his rec^- 
tion, was too much for his then weak state of health. 
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So that whUe 'neath thy thatched cot, falBIliog its 

decree, 
Thou mayest for despotic minds pat forth a lostiiig 

homily. 

There roflyest thoa rest in peace and health, until th' 

appointed hour 
Bids thee thy holy work resume ftgainat harbario power, 
Whon by thy wisdom and thy aword thy country 

rendered free 
Shall crown with GaribaldPg name her grandest victory ! 



:* i»r* A I H 
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RETEREMENT. 



''Fain 'would I fly the haimtB of 

I seek to ghmiy not hate imnkiiHl ! * — ^Btboh. 

Nat, — bid me not *inid splendonis roam. 

In search of pleasures blight ; — 
For me, beneath the gilded dome, 

Abides no pure delight 
Within this home, though poor it be. 

My heart need not repine : 
While craving nought to prove it free, 

A true content is mine. 



Let others o'er such worldly sea 
Launch their ambitious bark ; 

Hoping their fate may kinder be, 
And guard the fragile Ark. 



71 
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I love the calmer blessings best 
O'er Life's career that shine ; — 

'Tis in retiroment and in rest 
That true content is mine. 

Companions wherefore should I seek 

Amiii the proud and vain. 
Who, should a atorm my fortunes wreak, 

"Would j-ield me but disdain 1 — 
Their constant theme, the fleeting gold, 

Full gladly X resign 
To them, — the mean and falsely bold, — 

While true content is mina 

My boota afford me better lore 

Than such would Mn impart, 
Widi self-conceit who vaunt theii store 

Of learning and of art j 
While they with cynic airs despise, — 

Oh, let my heart incline 
To honour still the jost, the wise, 

And true content be mine. 
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The just and wise, — Ah, me, how few 

That heart may look to meet 
Of aids so priceless, gems so true, 

Where flamits so much deceit 1 
Afar from Craft in Honour's mask, 

Should Heaven such gifts assign, 
With those vouchsafed I will but ask 

That true content be mine. 



" Tlien why not court the angd charms 

To beauteous Women given ? " 
Alas, — ^how fraught with fond alarms 

Is Love, — ^tho' bom of Heaven ! 
In Friendship while my faith is shared 

(A boon no less divine ! ) 
ril own a crowning joy yet spared. 

And true contentment mine. 



I 
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LOVE'S DESPAIR. 

"TwM love that formed her— love that filled 
Her baxne witli Spirit, — when I heard 
Her Dune, my he&rt with tianaport thrilled, 
A hs&venly echo wu tLe ward ! " — BawnNQ. 

Oppressed beneatli fell sorrow's chain, 

A Minstrel, yet in life's bright May, 
Thus yielded to his heart-felt pain, 

And pouted hla lone and hapless lay : 
"0 thou for whom Love's every flower 

Pre culled to wreathe thee garlands iair, 
"Why have thy frowns, with chilling power, 

Thus doomed my soul to dark despair 1 

" For oh ! 'twaa thou, whose beauteous emile. 

First bade Indifference from me fly, 

And Hope's young beam to light awhile 

My path o'erstrewn with Misery ; — 
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Yes, Thou — wHo first inspiredst my Lyre 
By looks so sweet, and grace so raie, 

With songs that told of rapture's fire, 
But now — ^the wail of deep despair ! ** 

" When Life's yet lingering star shall cease 

Its all delusive ray to shed 
O'er him, who now hut asks for peace 

Among the unrecorded dead. 
Oh come at Eve's once cherished hour 

Breathe o'er my rest thine angel prayer. 
And with a tear bedew the flower 

That marks the home of Lovers despair/*^ 



o 
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THE FINAL HOPE. 


"01 


todieiiK 


Hjr youth is a bl^Ems lo die. 


Ere the PhMtodu of E«th dim the inleUecffl eje. 


Ere thedreanu 


of the world, ti&l » dude out sight. 


-. 


ittiflowe™- 


Caldkk Caufbrll. 


■ 


How sad to tread of Life the path 


w 


Alone 


and desolate, 



While each fair flower that fragrance gave 

Fades 'neath the blast of Fate ! 
When the beloved, whose lips could breathe 

The words that bring relief 
Are Bliimbeiing in the narrow tomb 
Unconscious of our grief. 

Oh, sad it is the path to tread 

Of Life grown desolate, 
With none to yield the cheering smile 
Beneath the frowns of J'ate ! 
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Hard is the task our coarse to keep, 

Bereft of every joy, 
We treasured once, when deeming nought 

Its value could alloy ; 
And when dark thoughts, in silence deep, 

Oppress the struggling heart, 
That vainly seeks for sympathy 
Its succour to impart, — 

Oh^ sad it is the path to tread 

Of Life grown desolate, 
With none to yield the cheering smile 
Beneath the j&owns of Fate ! 



When memories show like spectres pale 

Of pleasures now long past, 
And vainly we oblivion's veil 

Would o'er those shadows cast, 
The groves we loved, our native home 

In wintry ruins bare. 
The voices mute, the music fled, 

That made an Eden there, — 

G 
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Oh! sad it is tlifi path to tread 

Of Life grown desolate, 
'With none to yield tbe cheering smiie 

Bmeath tiie bowns of Fate ! 



Yet, — Hop^g commissioned angel comes 

The lotrlieet to redeem. 
And whispers low that soon in death 

Will cease the trouble dream ; 
Then turn my Boirow-ehaatened soul, 

Turn to thy God above ; 
And strive to reach that hallowed goal 
Of rest and pardoning love. 
There all-atoning joy to find, 

That Time shall ne'er abate, 
Safe from the World's deceitful smile, 
And all the frowns of Fate. 



8TANZAK. d5 



STAKZAS. 
(Addressed to an afflicted Friend.) 

" Sorrow ia the mother of Joy/' — S. LoviR. 

Full many a year has waned away 
Since you and I, by Friendship bound, 

Her onward paths, or grave or gay, 
Have trod, thro' many a mazy round. 



Too oft the Fates such ties dissever, 
And leave but sad distrust behind ; 

But here they see us, linked as ever, 
In spirit still both true and kind. 



Yet — ^Time awhile we traced apart ; 

For Love of Friendship craved the place, 
Oped a new mission to thy heart, 

And o'er it shed its holiest grace. 
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Ala^— that 'mid tbrt oon bdgfat home 




That tfaon^ AcmM into darkne^ roam. 


And FkMDKrs flmreis anmnd thee bde ! 


Bat droop not jot, — thoagh homan skill 


Awhile may lail relief to give, 


There ia a Toice that bids thee still 


^^^ThTOBi^aith ud padence ealmly lire. 



Tbon knowst that ott— of soul-felt griof 
Here, more or leea, caa count theii shaie ; 

Sorrows seem long and pleasures brief^ 
And Bweet contentment ia but ntra. 



Then, while Love, Fortune, Hope combine 
Thy cares to soothe, thy woes beguile, 

Reflect how much still here is thine. 
To yield thee yet a cheerful smile. 
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Oh ! think not this my humble strain 
But idly penned ; nay, rather deem 

Thy Friend entreats thee ' mid thy pain, 
Interpret well Life's fleeting dream. 

Eeceive his wish, — ^and trust its truth, — 
That with'the now-advancing year, 

Hours to outshine the best of youth, 
May yet be thine, supremely dear. 

That health and comfort, shared by all 
Thou lovest, may well redeem the past ; 

And heavenly mel*cies round thee fall, 
To aid, and bless thee^to the last ! 
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THE IMPKESSION. 

"Elle a pass^ oomme on nuage, 

Comme on flot rapide en son cours ; 
Mais mon coeur garde son image 
TonjouTS tOUJOUTB." — 

Madame E. se Gibaboin. 

A lovely form seemed wafted by, 

like some fair sprite, *iieath Cynthia's beam, 
When lightest cloudlets dock the sky, 
And nature courts her holiest dream, 
Lost soon as seen, — ^but yet. Oh ! yet — 
Its beauty I can ne'er forget, 

like dew-drop shaken from the flower 

"Where Zephyr takes his sportive way. 
Or timid fawn — ^when through its bower 
Eesounds the horn's tumultuous play. 
Even so — ^it flitted by, — but yet — 
Its grace I never can forget. 
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Her smile, like Mom's, in blooming May, 

Came, all enchantment, o'er my heart, 
Yet, like the Summer lightning^s ray — 
Gleamed but in darkness to depart : 
That look, that smile, are gone ; but yet — 
Their sweetness I can ne'er forget 



Swift as the meteor, and as bright, 
Was the keen lustre of her eye. 
Which seemed to tell of borrowed light 
From some inspiring source on high ; 
Brief was that glance, — ^but yet. Oh ! yet — 
Its fire I never can forget. 



Methought of Happiness the Star 

On me, at length, had deigned to shine, — 
Delusive stiU — Alas ! — afar 

It radiates, — never to be mine : — 
Transient to me as bright ; — ^but yet 
Its charm I never can forget. 



90 WAYSIDE WARBLINGS. 

For still, in visions kind I see 

That look, that smile, that angel mien, 
While accents soft seem whispering me, 
" Gome thou to happy worlds unseen I " 
Too lovely form 1 thou 'rt Heaven's ; — ^but yet 
While Earth-bom cares my soul beset. 
Oh, — Thee I never can forget ! 



HUMBLE CONTENT. 

" Poor and content is rich, and rich enough." — Shaksspbare. 

And shall I pine into despair 
Because my fortune is not fair, 
Withholding yet some fancied boon, 
Which, after all, might come too soon, — 
Since oft, beneath Fate's luring smile, 
We've reason most to grieve the while ? 
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For see we not the man of wealth 
Wanting in spirit, nerve, and health, 
Poor, both in body and in mind. 
With h^art, alas ! but ill-inclined 
To aught of human sympathy, 
Due to the Child of Misery ? 



Wealth, — comes it not too oft with powers 
To waste of life the dearest hours. 
And wildly cast of reckless shame 
The stain upon an honoured name, 
Guarded, through years of hope-fraught care, 
A better, worthier fruit to bear ? 



Lo ! also, where the miser creeps 
Slave-like among his treasured heaps, 
Crouching 'mid wants and iears untold. 
Before his senseless Idol, Gold, 
As if to life and soul were giVen 
No other God, no other Heaven ! 
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Denying to himself and all, 
The Gifts that pass beyond recall, 
Which Providence benignly lends 
At fitting times for wisest ends ; 
And in his sin, but adding more 
To useless toil and useless store. 



I prize the man who when endowed 
With valued blessings, well bestowed, 
WiU make their influence felt around. 
Sowing them stiU in thirsting ground, 
And heedless of all worldly praise, 
The poor, the fallen will help to raise. 



Y€^, — such we well may love to see ; 
(Ah ! such who would not wish to be ? ) 
And think if we but once possest 
Such healing balms— our lot how blest ! 
Yet, what were all the world can give, 
If reason teach not how to live ? 
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Then, aince Life's riches aie not mine. 
Oil ! let me still, through Chrace Divine^ 
Be well content, nor grudge to share 
With others what I yet could spare ; 
And 80 best thank its kind decree, 
For all it yet vouchsafes to me ! 



THE PEAYEE OF THE CONVALESCENT. 



'' Grod hath made both the good and the evil day, that man 
may not find against him any just complaint.'* 



Forgive, God ! — if in the hour of pain, 
IWe dared to raise a murmur to thy throne, 

Nay, dared to ask, in accents sad as vain, 

Why o'er my path thy grace no longer shone,- 



I 
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5^, ncB M Jol^ I dand to wafl the Ikoor 

When fint mine ^es beheld the hearenly li^t. 
And called, like him, coi I^ee, all-rnling Powu ! 



tTmnindM thus of all the mercies gie&t 

And bleniiigB Thou hast long bestowed on me, 

I dared impugn, with rebel thought, my st«t«. 
And those decrees which righteous e'er mnrt be. 



THE PRATER OF THE OONYALBSOBNT. 95 

But contrite now, and with a chastened soul^ 
(Through which alone we can our weakness see,) 

Trembling I bow beneath thy wise control, 
And pardon supplicate on bended knee. 



Then, Oh 1 forgive I if in the hour of pain. 

My erring heart such saddening crime hath known. 

And hear me pray — ^nor let the prayer be vain — 
For trust, through life and death, in Thee alone ! 



Whether my course I trace through weal or woe, 
Oh ! aid me, while the vital sand shall run, 

Far from my heart th' ungrateful sin to throw. 
And humbly say — *' Father; thy will be done 1 " 
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(M Ei^Jand ^ai^ gDod-bje ! 



Sweet eaiea, hj kmg-tded frigi>i^5hip broq^t 

Still nearer to iny soul. 
With yoa will link its eretr thought. 

Its fondest dreams controL 

Abeence— so oft the baneful snare 

Of many a love-franght tie — 
Will ne'er that chain asunder tear — 

Old England dear, good-bje ! 



OLD SNOLAXD DBAB^ GOOD-BTB ! 97 

The hunted exile from a&i, 

Who seeks this shelteiing isle^ 
Guided by Hope's all-cheenng stai, 

To court thy rest awhile ; — 
Oh ! when recalled, again though &ee 

To hail his native sky — 
How sad the sigh that hids to thee. 

Old England dear, good-bye 1 

Thus, conscious of the blessings great 

Thy denizens enjoy, 
With all the rights that guard thy state, 

With but such faint alloy — 
When leaving now thy sacred bounv 

While tears bedim mine eye, 
I feel as when lost friends we moum-^ 

Old England dear, good-bye ! 



'Tis not for sake of distant wealth 

I cross the watery plain j 
By Hope sustained, content, and health, 

I'm rich while these remain. 



WAVaiDE WABBLISGS. 

■But these, howe'er their sweets may Hll 

My cup of earthly joy, 
I If shared with thee, were sweeter still, 
Old England dear, good-hye ! 

"Mid boyhood's eceues, and kindred near, 

I seek awhile to dwell ; 
, But there of kindness tasted here 

My converse oft shall tell : 
And fceqnent gleams of memory rise 

Amid life's stonny sky. 
Each dark clond gilding as it flies — 

Old I 



1 



Yes ! memories of those treasured hours, 

Alas ! too quickly flown ! 
When smiling Priendship's fairest flowcrS 

Were o'er my path bestrewn : — 
riowere which, though scattered, faded, desid, 

Still seem in fancy nigh, 
L'ndyiiig fragrance yet to shed — 

Old England dear, good-bye I 



STANZAS TO THB MOON. 99 

Farewell ! from him whose constant prayer 

Shall be that heaven sustain 
Thy fjune with its unfailing care, 

Thy freedom's glorious reign : 
And who, should despot power extend, 

Amidst the strife would die, 
Thee and thy children to defend, 

Old England dear— good-bye ! 



STANZAS TO THE MOOK 

**Wliat is it that gives thee, mild queen of the night, that 
secret, intelligent grace ? " — Jane Taylor. 

Eesplendent orb of Mght's fair diadem. 
Shedding around a halo soft and bright, 

Of all yon proud array the noblest gem. 
Oh, how I love thy pure celestial light ! 

K 2 
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Twaa by thy beam, in childhood's happy hour. 
That first I knelt, taught hy a mother kind, 
To raise my timid prayer to that Great Power, 
. Who to thyself a place in heaven assigned. 



Since then, full oft, beneath thy dome of blue, 
In solitude, far irom the reekless throng. 

Musing, Pve paused thy gentle fece to woo, 

TVhile zephyrs sighed the fragrant groTea among. 

Hien, £tncy-&ee, while Science pondered nigh. 
That &in would scan thy mission all divine. 

Hath not my spirit soaring seemed on high, 
To read the mysteries of thy starry shrine. 



Faith, holy Faith, conjoined with Reason's power. 
In humble breast awaking truth sublime, 

Gives higher ofQce to thy vigil hour, 
Than earth to light, or mark the flight of time. 



8TAN2AS TO THB MOON. 101 

ThoUy 'neaih whose smiles even now, young loven woo^ 
And bieathe deep vows, praying their path unknown 

May be as free, their mutual course as true^ 
Their light of life as deathless as thine own I 



Thy realm — is it the home of spirits fair 

Who o'er us watch, while sleep o'ercomes the blest, 
And whence they shed o'er sorrow and despair 

The healing dews that lull their woes to rest! 



When Misery, shrinking from the gaze of Day,^ 

Seeks for relief at the abode of Pride, 
With cheeks as wan as is thy pitying ray, 

Art thou the moving power — ^the prompting guide t 



Or say, art thou of mortal hopes the star, 
The radiant type, that now, when clouds deform 

Thy world of light, shrinkst 'neath the threatening war, 
But all the brighter to surmount the storm f 
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Or say, art thou the refuge dear, where all 
Who here have wept o'er Life's most cherished 
flowers, 

(Fated by worldly blast too soon to fall,) 
Shall dry their tears in ever-peaceful bowers ? 

If so, oh ! let nxe, let me hence depart. 
And my freed soul through path ethereal soar. 

There to rejoin each long-mourned kindred heart. 
And meet the all-beloved — to part no more ! 



I THINK OF THEE, ALBIOK DEAR. 

" The happy hoxirs I passed with thee 
Too soon have flown away, 
Yet memory ever brings to me 
Some record of their stay." 

Onoe more I hail my native home. 
Its purple vines, with sunny glow. 

O'er mountains free once more I roam, 
Where bounding torrents proudly flow ; — 
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Again, of shepherds on the plain 
The notes delight my listening ear ; 

Of Yagers bold I woo the strain, 
Yet think of thee, Albion dear ! 

The mansion of my honoured sires 

Again I greet — ah, lost so long ! 
The welcome that my lute inspires 

To theme of gladness, mirth, and song. 
Affection comes to warmly press 

My hand — with joy her voice I hear ; 
Yet, answering every kind caress, 

I think of thee, Albion dear ! 

Again I tread the hallowed ground 

Where names I trace (how yet heloved !) 
In life, by every virtue crowned, 

Nor once by Censure's breath reproved. 
But withered now is every flower 

Fondly bedewed by childhood's tear ;* 
Yet, here — e'en here, at eve's still hour, 

I think of thee, Albion dear ! 

* The anthor experienced the sad hereayement of his parents 
at an early age. 
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Of fleeting boyhood's happy tide, 

The scene, the cherished friend I see ; 
The TuUey lone— the green hill's side 

Where Eyron wandered ^ncy-free ; * 
Tet while 'neath Freedom's purest skies 

The present oft seems dark and di^ar, 
Methinks that brighter hopes arise 

'Mid dreams of thee, All/ion dear ! 

Ye8,^-dreams of thee — " Land of the West ! " 

Thou refuge 'mid the arrowy shower ; 
Where the poor hunted piey may rest 

Safe &om the grasp of tyrant power ; 
Where meets distress the boonteoua hand, 

And grief the sympathetic tear. 
Where peace and justice o'er the land 

Together leign — Albion dear ! 



The reddauce (now commonlj called "Hdtel Byron") in whioh 
the MithoT of " Childe H»rold " wrote down same of Mb &neit 
inspirtttions, standi on & hit! luxuriantly dad with verdure and 
treei o( great vuieij'. Hie whole soena ii magicallj nifiected 
bj the limpid watera of Lake Leman. 
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Wben lieie I dwell on deeds acbieyed 

By the nndiumted sons of TeU, 
I ihhik, too, how by foes aggrievedy 

Thy waiiiois fought^ thy heroes fell ! 
Union and Freedom — sacred flame ! 

May your bright glories thus ensphero 
The Briton's and the Swiizer's name 

For eyermore — AUnan dear ! 



THE CONSUMPTIVE TO HIS BETROTHED, 



« When waits my aching heart for thee, my only love. 
How doth it long to hear thy coming footstep 

light, 
And hail thine angel form, soft gliding through the 
grove, 
Where oft we've strayed and watched the gathering 
shades of night ! 



TAT^IDB WAROLCfG^ 



D tluou^ mniky Efcies a star from j-ondfii 



I 



Its bcflcoa R17 bestows st once to guide and cbaeir, 
So bath thj beaming eye xwf tnj taaow driren, 
"Wlien it hath mtt mine ovo, and lit the trembling 



^Len too, with accents sweel, as from the spheres 
above. 
And soft afl charmM lote, kissed by the bahay gale, 
;£ow hath thy irhispereil lay breathed all the soul 
of love, 

While IiBt«niiig nature seemed to hush the alum- 
bering vale ! 



" Oh that such blissful hours, days, years could yet be 

From the lalse world apart, — given but to Love and 

thee! 
For else of Earth's proud gifts — what would I not 

resign, 
For Love and thee alone — thoi^h called its King 

tobcl 
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" But ah, the thought how Tain I — GOon Iife*8 jet 
lingermg stream 
For me shall cease to flow, its flowQTets blight to 
bloom, 
Soon shall the shadows flEuie of this mysterious 
dieam, 
And I9 forgotten, sleep in the cold dreamless 
tomb. 



'* Ko more shall genial spring, with its lose-soented 
breeze, 
Ee&esh my fevered cheek, when, gladdening all 
around, 
Its songs delight mine ear, from brooks and waving 
trees, 
Nor thrill my breast beneath the curfew's solemn 
sound. 



**^Lo ! o'er the verdant mead, where hangs the lowering 
cloud, 
By chilling winds dispersed, the broken foliage 
flies. 





^^^^^H 
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Siglis forth its sad 
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dies. 
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«Kt emblem of my fet«l 


— thus am I ewly torn 1 


From thee, &om kindred ties, that now 


• Ihiic. 


precious seem. 






And guileleaa joya that 


. smiled aioond my 


happy 


mora, 






While into darkness 


sinks Hope's every 


golden 



" Then, Deaieet, near me stay to soothe \hia wither- 
ii^ heart, 
Which feebly tho' it beat, thine to the last must 
be:— 
TKy hand — yet let it press mine own — as I 
depart — 
And give me tears — eyen such — as I have shed 
for thee ." 
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He ceased — ^for o'er his brow, where health erewhile 
had shone. 
And youth's resplendent locks in gracefal clusters 

The pallid hand of Death had laid his leaden crown, 
And bade the spirit fly its tenement of clay. 



— Since then, at eve's still hour, wl^n over shore 
and tide 
The silent Queen of Kight extends her silver 

lay, 
O'er a now grassy grave, the willow bank beside^ 

A dark-veiled form comes oft to weep, to kneel, 

and pray. 



TO A BCBPTKt IN MEaKEKiaM. 

" Thsre are more things in heaTen and earth 

Than are dreamt of in your philosopby." — ShaxsfUU. 

Mesmer's wonder-gifted vision, 

Wlioro no Sceptic Beoa, — 
You may call it "Imposition" 

Or whate'er you please. 

You may deem it " Opposition 

To the divine Decraes," 
Or pronounce it " Diipositi<m 

To pocket undue fees." 

So our Esculapiam say, 
Because, as well 'tis known. 

It Jtmili/ takes irom them what they 
Consider but tlieir own : 



LINES TO A SOEPTIO IN MESMERISM. Ill 

(That is the Gold, — which folks to pay 

Are foTmd too often prone, 
For what ? — Alas ! I grieve to say, 

For " Occissio " * alone). 



Yet can no talk of theirs abate, — 
Not even yours, so clever — 

My faith in Mesmer, — tho' they prate, 
Or thousands more, for ever : 



For this at least, my little wit 

Assists me to discern. 
That theirs and yours may follow it 

In seeking yet to leaxn. 



And, so employed, we then may find 
That Nature's countless powers 

May yet vouchsafe the enquiring mind 
To soothe our pain-fraught hours. 

♦ " Blundering-ofb ** alone. 



WAYSIDE W4BBLINGB, 

Else we, in reason, moat den; 

The aid of heart ot hand, 
And clo^ to all the mental eye 

But what we understand. 



Nay, JTumiOs-like, all faith decry, 
Unless allowed, in fine. 

By human proof to sanctify 
A marvel all divine. 



Should man, poor creature of the eod ! 

Be found to blindly steel 
Hb sense, and seem to tell -his Chd 

He shall wo taore reveal ? 



Oh I rather let us here receive 
The boon with reverence true. 

In the unfolding good believe 
And its dear hope pursue ; 



A NOBLE HIND. 113 

Eestrain the fond conceit that all 

Of Life's mysterious laws, 
Amid this low and* darkling thiall, 

Man here already knows. 

And of our blessings think how few 

Can of ourselves be given, 
How many to the care are due 

Of all-directing Heaven. 



A NOBLE MIND. 

** Love, to hold, needs stronger charms 
Than face or form — than glance or smile.'* 

I care not for the maid, though fair, 
With star-like eye, and raven hair, 
"With rosy lips, teeth pearly white. 
With snowy breast, and footstep light, 
With every charm besides combined. 
If wanting yet — ^a noble mind. 



1 WATBtDB WABBUNOe. 

I can DOt, thoagh with choiceet flowers 
Eawreathed, from her ancestral bowers, 
Though silken aheen her form bedeck, 
And jewels gird her ivory nec^ 
If these among I cannot find 
That biightest gem — a noble mind. 



Ifor yet in all the arts polite 

Thougb she be deomed an adept quite, 

Thoogh ehe may play, sing, rhyme, or prate 

O'er matterB various, small and great, — 

If these to grace I cannot find 

That requisite— a noble mind. 



Even though, at Soirk, File, or Ball, 

Winning the transient palm tram all. 

She bows and yields the raichaining smile, 

Faultless in manner, first in style. 

If yet the calm observer find 

Tliose spring not from— a noble mind. 



▲ soBLB MnrD. 145 

Kor care I that Ker purse be good, 
(Though we must live, — poor human l»ood ! 
If she care not how others live, 
And but for ahns her pity give ; — 
To charity if not inclined, 
Her dower is not a noble mind. 



If envious found of oth^B' weal, 
Or for their woes she will not feel, 
If stinting merit of due praise, 
Or helping not the fallen to raise, 
K thus the fairest seem inclined, 
The amount is but — a selfii^ mind. 



Though duteous to her friends and home, 
If yet too prone abroad to riam. 
Into her neighbours' acts to pry. 
Their faults to scan, their worth deny. 
Or little scandals seek to find, 
She cannot own — a noble mind. 

I 2 
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If heedless all that all may sin, 
Some slight ofTence she keep withia 
Her angry breast, there to beget 
Dark thoughts, unwilling to foiget 
Ah to forgive — then iar declined 
Indeed is suoh ungentle mind. 



If on the humble look she down, 
{Though no bright name lier lineage crown,) 
Treating, as if of Pariah breed, 
The Child of Sorrow, Toil, or Jfced, 
Though kind elsewhere — ^if here unkind. 
It but bespeaks the unchristian mind. 



Tet more than this, — i^ (striving not 
To be content, whate'er her lot,) 
She proudly scorn to bend or bow, — 
Faithless to every proffered vow, — 
.If to such threatful path inclined, 
Be far irom me such godless mind. 
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Ko, — even though bom a thionM Queen, 
With angel fece, and angel mien. 
With every "prestige " in her train, 
And all the world her own domain, 
K yet she lack a soul refined, 
I lack for her a subject mind. 



For what are Beauty, Pomp, and Show, 

Which idly but as meteors glow ? 

I crave the gift whose light may last, — 

That which, when youth, with those, have passed, 

(Fruits doubly blest !) will leave behind 

To cheer old age, — a Noble Mind. 



W&ISIDiS VASBUNQS. 




TO TBS HEUOBY OF a t. " ^ VBO WAS FOR UAKT 
YEARS A FAITHFUL SHRVANT IK THfl WRTTEh'B FAUILT. 

Hbiu; sleepeth one, — 'till all ehall wake ogam, 
Wlioae earthly bonds were but a life-long ohain 
Of humble cares, oft linked to wasting ptan, 

Which jet her ChriBtian spirit onward bore,— 
Too film in hope, too duteoas to oumplain. 

The simple beait^ that, with its gentie atote 
Of kindly yirtnee, took its human way 

'Mid lowly patha thus darkly-saddened o'er, 
Yet still that looked foi Hearen's redeeming lay. 

And by example left a homily. 

Which to our hearts we reverently apply, 
Kememhering her who, Borrowing now no more, 

"Being dead, yet speaketh," — even from this cold 
clay, 

And, fcom its awful gloom, pointa to eternal day. 
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THE EXPECTANT. 

I seek thee in vain 'neath the white-Hossomed tree, 
Where the song-birds are trilling in amorous glee ; 
In vain with the zephyr search every green bower, 
Where eaeh seems to sigh fbr its lovelie£rt flower. 

I seek thee in vain by the soft-flowing brook, 
Where oft is reflected thy form, and that look, 
Whose heaven-bom grace, with its tieedom from art, 
To thy destiny ever hath spell-boond my heart 1 

I seek thee in vain ! mid the love-brealihing throng. 
Of fair ones partaking youth's happiest song ! 
Alas ! while the echoes in answer comlmie^ 
They yield not the sweetness, the music of thine. 

Tho' the beauties of na4;ure in rivalry vie^ 

And bright is the day-beam that smiles from on high, 

Yet sad is my soul, all is darkness to me ; 

While the sc^ie is unblest, my loved one, by thee ! 



wArsiDE WARfiLurae. 



TO THE WLFE OF A FEIEHD, 

WHO REQUESTED MB TO WMTB SOME STASZAB DESCEIPTIVE 
OP THE 80BNB OF OHB FBEQUEST RURAL WALKS. 

Ih vatQ my nmae essays, lady fair, 

To paint the scene, where in calm hours we roam ; 
For all my thoughts, which hut mth thee are theto, ' 

Elsewhere but find with thee their only home. 

Yet each bright flower on which I bend mine eye. 
Tells me of thee, thy sweetness and thy grace ; 

And when again I raise it to the sky. 
The azure hnea of thine methinks I trace. 

The lily fair, the zephyr-courted rose, 

Mii^lii^ theii bloom, fostered by Nature's smile. 
Thy beauty and thy modesty disclose 

And bat with dreams of thee my soul b^uile. 



TO THE WIFB OF A FRIEND. 121 

The gladsome bird, with accents wild and free, 
That charms the grove and echo bids lejoice, 

Me but recall to that sweet melody, 
Thou breathst around with thy enthralling voice. 



The murmuring brook, that flows so gently by, 
Whose limpid freshness cheers its gratefril shores, 

Portrays thy mind yielding to all that *s nigh 
Nurture and life from unabating stores. . 



The timid ivy that in fondness clings 

To the proud oak, and its kind succour seeks, 

Of thy affection thus the image brings 
For him, whose mien his high deservings speaks. 



Him, whose reward but in that smile is sought. 
Which gUds of his Hfe's peaceful course the hours. 

And o'er it sheds, with angel influence fraught, 
Blessings like flowerets from Elysian bowers. - 
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Oh that sooh gift to me vould Heaven allow. 
How would my eager heart, ite truth to prove, 

To the World's turea eternal hatred T 
Fiiend^p to ihee — to her my life-lc 






(to mt seab wipe,) 



Her faults aTemitie, — her virtues are her own."- 

Ob I of a love hke thine how oft 

I've thought by day, have dreamt by night,- 
HoV fancied mine, in Tisions soft^ 

The aoul-felt hUss, the pure delight I 

Tes,— in Life's desert 'tis the flower 
Which for the wanderer wears its bloom. 

And grateful for some genial hour. 
Yields to the tay its sweet perfume. 



nujB umu lis 



Ah ! tiiine is not tbe love to psim 
The lure of pomp, Tain gmndeu^s OftU,' 

With Fortime's golden beam to ziso 
And with ite douded son-aet feJL 



No, 'ti» a tieaso]^ of the mind^ 
A gift of Nataie, firech dnd firee, 

Which looks bnfc iassSodaxm, 
And true,— even like thine own— for me. 



Such as fEdi spirits horn the spheres, 
O'er this sad world who vigils keep, 

Vouchsafe to soften mortal fears. 
And dry the eyes once doomed to weep. 



It is the %bt that^ kindling nigh, 
Bepels of every care the gloom ; 

The voice that chastens even the sigh^ 
The wish, tiiat strayed toward the tomb. 



WATSIDE WARBLINOa, 

Lnd yet to die 'were bliaa to me, 
Were BQch a £tte my faith, to prove j 
r. Gladly tlila earth my soul wovild flee, 
In hope to meet with thine above. 



f Tor thine — Oh ! thiae 'b the love I oft 

Have thought of, dreamt of, nigJit and day ; 

CWhoae wing is plumed for realms aloft, 
In life, in death, heyond decay I 



THE WOUNDED HEART. 



" Where — wliere bIibH my heart find repose I 
A. refoge from memor; and grief ! 
Tb£ gangnne, wherever it goes, 
Dildain a fictitdona reliet" — BiHOH. 

Ah ! why to the halls of dazzling light 
Where Love and Joy their splendours share ; 

Where all is breathing soft delight, 
The wounded heart unheeded bear t 
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When sorrow marks it for its own, 
The mirthful smile but mocks the sigh, 

'Tis tranquil solitude alone 
Can yield the needful remedy. 

Ah ! why — for there I meet the gaze 

Of one who, with affection's tone, 
While Love yet pictured golden days 

Did whisper : " Yes, thou art mine own ! " 
Now — ^like the bark when nigh the shoal, 

And tossed by tempest on the wave, 
Beneath the change my guileless soul 

Sees none to shelter — nought to sava 

Where flowerets pour their sweet perfume 

And give their beauty to the sun. 
The cypress would but throw a gloom, 

Ungenial there, for all to shun, — 
Then oh ! from Pleasure's train apart. 

Where Love and Joy their speUs prepare. 
To silence leave the loounded Marty 

In kindness leave — ^in pity spare. 



WATSIDE WARBLIN08. 



BE CALM, MY HEART! 

[rbflt to Tas FoBEaome.] 

t Oh, my poor heart, be calm ! — rebel no mora ; — 
If thus retraced 'mid Pleasure's Eowery Tray, 

I Though bUU o'ertaaked by SoitoVb painM lore, 
"Fib but Ibr tliy aaka I snch course essay : 
Bebuke me not, my he&rt 1 — I but my &te obey. 



In festive halls, the eliadow of my grief 

Darkens my path, and i^ perchance I smile. 
Or taste a joy, that joy, that smile how brief ! 

For pangs untold yet 'wring my aoul the while, 
l^e gladdening strains that bade me erst rejoice. 

Now pierce my breast, and cause my tears to flow. 
Of earthly weal for me mute ia the voice, 

And on my brow Hope's rays but faintly glow. 
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Then, ob ! my heart, be cabn ! — ^lebel no more, 
If thus retraced 'mid Pleasure's flowery way, 

Though still o'ertasked by Sorrow's painful lore, 
'Tis but for thy sake I such course essay : 
Bebuke me not, my heart l-«-I but my £site obey. 

Ah ! what arsils^ tho' in deep solitude 

We hide, to mourn the ills the world bestows, 
Or ponder o'er the sad ingratitude 
. Of those we'ye cheered amid their wasting woes I 
CSiide not the smiles then that our wounds disguise. 
Since life must e'er its lights and shadows give ; 
The flower awhile may droop when clouds arise^ 
But gentle dews bid it look up and live. 

Then, oh ! my heart, be calm, — ^rebel no more, 
If thus retraced mid Pleasure's flowery way, 
Though still o'ertasked by Sorrow's painful lore, 
'Tis but for thy sake I such course essay : 
Eebuke me not, my heart ! — I but my fate obey. 



WAI8IDB WARBLINGa, 



THE SHIP-BOY'S COMPLAIITC. 

Wht didst thou send me far from ttee, my mother dear, 
To join a sailor crew who rudely from me turn j 

Whose words and looks awake my wonder and my fear, 
Or scoff when, in my gric^ my darkening fate I 

Oh! thou, my mother dear, couldat soothe my eyery pain 
With that sweet voice of thine, and fill my heart 

with joy J 
Bat ah ! if fierce are they, how ruthless is the mainf 

Mother, what haat thou done, for thy once happy boy ) 



Within our lowly cot, though poor the daily fare, 
Twas ever vouched by thee, with kind and loving 
smile, 
I deemed such lot most blest, with thee the boon to 
share. 
When thy fond lips my brow would gently press the 
while. 
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No pity now I meet, though bowed by sorrow down ; 

And here the portioned meal but comes with sad 
alloy; 
Por when *tis dealt to me, 'tis ever with a frown — 

Mother, what hast thou done for thy once happy boy ? 

And oh ! what sounds now break upon my fitful dream. 
And rouse my labouring soul some fearful strife to 
bear? 
Hark ! 'tis the signal call ! behold the lightning's 
gleam ! 
The master bid aU hands for dangerous toil prepare; 
Dark clouds in wild array the face of Heaven deform, 

And seem our bark to doom, and every hope destroy ; 
Dread thunders loudly peal*; the skies are rent with 
storm ! 
Mother, what hast thou done for thy once happy boy 1 
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Still I we thee, atill I bear, 
Tlumgh I cminot leach thee, dear ! ' 



Ab I thinkst thou aLsenue, then, hath powur 

To blight the flower of memoiy — 
(Whose fragrance Bweat recaJls each hour 

Of bliss I've shared erewhile with thee,) — 
To queach AfTection's holiest beam, 

Which sways, for thee, my faithful breast. 
Or bid the heart forbear to dream 

Of scenes by Youth and Frieudship blest t 

No, for each lightly passing gale 

Seems whispering still thy name to me 

Each floweret that adorns the vale, 
To speak, my beauteous maid, of thee 
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Eacli tuneful bird that haunts the bower 

Where o^ at eve I muse alone, 
Eecalls thy strain, whose dulcet power 

Hath sealed me ever for thine own* 



When to kind Heaven I humbly bend, 

And prayer for thee devoutly raise, 
Methinks thine eyes their radiance lend 

To each bright star that meets my gaze. 
Their mystic Queen with brow serene, 

In splendour shining far above. 
Recalls thy smile, thine angel mien. 

Beaming with grace and truth and love. 

When o'er me Sleep its mantle flings, 

And visions fair my senses greet, 
My soul unfolds her joyous wings, 

And flies thine own again to meet. 
And when the morn through rosy skies, 

Diffusing gold o'er dale and leaj 
Bids Nature from her rest arise, 

I wake to think of only thee. 

K 2 
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Then deem not " Ateence" hath the power 

To liliglit the rose of Memory : 
If it have tears for that sweet flower, 

(llie deare^ gift of Heaven to me). 
They are but Be the tender dew, 

That thence descends with freshening care. 
All hopes, all blessings to renew 

That liie and love Irnve treaauied there 1 
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I felt as if by magic bound 

To thee in soul and heart, 
Nay, deemed I had a treasure found 

With which I could not part. 



Since then each day, each fleeting hour. 
Proclaimed thee stUl more dear ; 

For while beneath thy soothing power 
I knew nor grief nor fear ; 



Nor dreamt that to be torn from thee 

So soon might be my lot, 
For while thou sweetly smiledst on me 

My cares were all forgot 



But when that parting moment came 
With Time's too rapid flight. 

And found my love for thee the same — 
Nay, yet more warmly bright, 



I felt tliat torn from one &o dear, 

Denied -waa every joy. 
Ah, why sliould sweet affection e'er 

Be doomed to auch annoy I 



I breathed to Heaven a fervent prayer 
That I with thee might etay. 

That thou, my solace everywhere, 
MightBt guide my life-long way. 



But 'twas decreed hy jealous Fate 

That such fair path of love. 
For which a king might change his stat^ 

Should mine no loiter prove. 



Thus 'neath my lot with tearful eye 
The sea-ward bark I sought ; 

For thee while rose my every sigh. 
On thee was eveiy thought ! 
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Ah, little didst thou know, dear maid, 

How sad this bosom grew, 
When I beheld the anchor weighed, 

And poured my last adieu. 



The light blue wave, the spreading stream, 

I deemed a boundless sea^ 
That bade dispel the cherished dream 

That linked my fate to thee. 



Even E'ature darkening seemed around 

A3 o'er the tide we flew, 
And where thou dwelt the hallowed ground 

Fast faded fifom my view ; 



Farewell ! all blessings firom above 
In richest store be thine 1 

Apart from thee, full many a sigh 
And weary hours are mine. 



WAKBLINOa. 

Yea, — shrouded thus my soul shall be, 

Till I regain that shore. 
Where I would fain, love, dwell with thee 

Kow, and for evermore. 



DEVONIA. 

"The Taloa of Deyonia I 

Wbat loQJacapsB are seen, 
So fertile in beauty. 
So golden and green 1 " — Bdwasd Cafisk. 

From worldly cares, how gladly 1 would fly — 
Devoiiia, mid th^ beauteous scenes to roam, 

A peaceful dweller. 'neath thy genial sky, 
Where Health exulting claims her dearest home. 



Where Kature, bounteous to the sons of Toil, 

With favouring smile illumes their cultured fields. 

With grain and iruitage loads the grateful soil. 
And many a guerdon to the humblest yields. 
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Where, like the bird, rejoicing in the grove, 

From mom till eve, through fragrant woods and dells. 

With Freedom sweet thy sylvan shade I rove, 
Far from those haunts where tyrant Custom dwells. 



Where the lone stranger, on his devious way, 
Blithe Hospitality's kind summons meets, 

Who 'neath her friendly roof invites his stay. 
And his return with added welcome greets. 



Where Friendship's star with influence bright and rare, 
Seeks to beguile of life each gloomy dream, 

Gleams through its clouds with all-benignant care, 
And o'er the chosen sheds its holiest beam. 



Where maidens fair, though clad in russet grey. 
Charm even the coldest with their native grace, 

<i 

Where worthy hearts assert their manly sway. 
And haughty Pride finds no abiding place. 
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Dewmia, yea, — full gladly I would 

The stormy world amid thy vales to roam j 

A peaceful dweller 'neath thy genial aky, 
Where Health exulta and claima her dearest 



Tho' grander hills Hdeetiii calls her own. 
And richer sunbeams light Jtalia's land, 

Tho' Fraiiee iu gayer turmoil boasts renown, 
T^ere fey^l^^^LajUje swavB her thoughtleaa band. 



Thy milder featuree beat my soul content. 

Which seeks not grandeur nor the gilded lure ; 

Disowning Mae Ambition'a sentiment 
lor humbler wants that happier ends ensure. 



Thy gentle brooklets picture as they flow 
The life-streams of a heart, which here disdains 

Of reckless joys the wild tumnltuoua glow, 
That but result In leasons fraught with pains. 
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Yet, tho* thus gifted, even thou mightst prove 
But a chill scene, where life might soon decay 

If not illumed by the bright sun of Love — 
The soul of Home — the wanderer's guiding ray. 

For who would tread the fairest path of Earth 
Without a being to our yearnings given. 

To share our joys around our treasured hearth — 
Sustain a hope and lend a glimpse of Heaven 1 



STANZAS. 

WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENSt 

Peaceful retreat, — dear to my pensive hour, — 
Where Nature, clad in freshening verdure, reigns, 

How loves my solitary muse to pour 
Amid thy shades her humble soul-felt strains. 
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How lovea my fancy lone of every Bcene 
That gladdened once of life the vemal dreai 

Here to rucall the Beeming lustrous sheen 
That gilded o'er ita then untroubled strciim 



Ere luring Love its bark had launched thereon, 
Heedless— alas !— of tide and hidden ahoa! ; 

In eager seajch of some bright isle unkno'wn, 
But doomed to never reach the promiaed goal : 

Ere I had deemed — (as in Creation's mom 

The primal pwr) — that Pleasure's fruit could bring 

Remorseful change, of pain implant the thorn, 
And fond transgression wake of Death the sting : 



Yes, — ere I deemed that Youth's bright flowers could 
fade. 

Or health, gay, blithesome health, could e'er depart. 
Fell Discontent the placid brow o'ershade. 

Or Sorrow's weight how down the joyous heart : 



I 
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Ere yet I knew or thought that those who smiled 
Around my path with anxious, angel care, 

And ceaseless there each fancied ill beguiled, 
Could leave me aught of harm or grief to dare, 



Or even pass from this their home away, 
From all on earth — to never more return. 

Shrouding of every hope the broken ray, 
And me consign parental* love to mourn. 



Parental love . — ^which oft we only feel 
Of value true, when to its source recalled, 

That heavenly fount, where duteous spirits kneel, 
No more by human pangs or fears enthralled. 



But all who share of life the fleeting day, 
From the low groveller to the mind sublime, 

The wise, the good, the tearful, and the gay, 
Must bow beneath the unsparing scythe of time. 

* The author, when only six weeks old, lost his father, and 
his motlier when he had numbered but ten years. 



ua 
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Yet Time, with thee, feir realm of tree and flower. 
Shall all renew, and o'er thy coverta fliug 

Fragrance and bioom to gladden every bower I 
The heart alone, here, owns no second spring. 



Oh ! let my prayer, ere mine descends to rest, 
Be then to Hm, the Lord of Life and Love, 
The God of Nature and of Time addreat, — 
a holier I 



ADDRESSED TO AN OLD AND TRIED FRIEND, AFTER > 
LONG I 



Of him who, through life's every change, hath been, 
(Distance and time unheeding,) still the same. 

Who o'er my path, how dark soe'er the scene. 
Hath still up lit of hope the heavenly flame ; 
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How sweet again to press the fiiendly hand, 

Affection's guard 'gain&t half the ills which Fate 

Here, on this Earth, holds 'neath its stem command, 
Aweing alike the lowly smd the great. 

To hear the helpful voice of him who speeds — 

How great soe'er the threatful danger be. 
When rock or shoal our struggling bark impedes, 

Or o'er it sweeps Life's all-tumultuous sea, 
Who, self-forgetting, rushes to his aim 

Seeks for approval but from One, on high, 
And, deaf to all but Friendship's — Duty's claim, 
Plunges to save— or, failing, then to die ! 

And such an one thou 'st ever been to me. 

From earliest years, even when untutored youth 
'Mid right or wrong would onward lightly flee. 

Unknowing yet Deceit from simple Truth. 
When smiles were trusted — which with ease could gain 

Reflection sweet, or sympathy command, 
To soothe the feigned or self- engendered pain. 

And oft to gra^p a false, ungrateful baud. 



U4. 
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Love liath its joya, but ah, how transient those i 

With triad affection they can ne'er compare : 
Love lives and dies like tlie bright Siiinnier rose, 

But Friendship like its fragrance rich and rare, 
Bemains to cheer when the kind houra are past. 

When all around seems drooping to decay, 
And o'er the ruin moans the Autumnal blast, 

Even 'mid the gloom that shades Hope's latest ray. 



Thrice happy they who joy in such a gift, 

A guide to meet to steer their human course ! 
For such a boon, a spirit so vouchsafed, 

Can emanate but from a heavenly source : 
Oh I let me pray and hope that if at last 

Those reunite who once on Earth were dear, 
When its low toils shall all away have past, 

Such I may iind— in thee — in some fiir happier spl 
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TO THE COEN-FLQWER 

In vain, gentle flower, thy hues of heavenly blue, 
Showered o'er the gold-strewn field, delight our 
charmed eye ; 
Soon will the scythe of the unheeding swain 

Throw thee aside to die. 



Such fate, alas ! awaits thy verse, O Bard ; 

The sage, with his half-reasoning guage, who scans 
the line, 
Cries out " Avaunt ! ** and asks, with sour disdain, 

*' Its ttse, its good define.*^ 



What matters such unworthy thoughts — ^if some sweet 
maid, 
Reading thy love-fraught page, at the still Evening 
hour. 
Feels her heart swell, and the tear damp her cheek, 

Owning thy gentle power ] 
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If amongBt thy Mends, the chosen, those of thy childish 

Oue jet remains — but one, who had forgotten thee, 
There with delight some fond Teniembraiice finds 
Of past affinity, 



Or il^ where children gather round — a social group, 
Cheered by thy wondrona tales — a laughing, merry 
throng : 
If these ymmg linteners grow in better heed, 
And love thee for thy song. 



Thy best rewards — enough to soothe thy sonl, 

O seek them not in vain celebrity ! 
To live in th' heart of maiden, child, or friend— 
Tis immortality. 



€p^xumB, ttc. 



€pQxumB, tiL • 



THE HISTORY OF MORE LIVES THAN EVER 

PLUTARCH WROTE. 

They wake, they rise; they dress — then forth they 

stray; 
Return and dine and sup, and then to bed-^next day. 



NOTORIETY. 

Better to tread of life the path unknown, 
Than by foul deeds to earn a bad renown. 



Tboo slandered one — en this true axiom r 
Watps ever pick of fruits the very beat. 



TO OXE WHO WAS LAMEKTING THE 
UlTAVOIDABLE DOOM OF DEATH. 

Wet o'er this Life's pending close thus pine and fiet 1 
For 'tis a gift, when lost, you cannot regret. 



A DOtJBTFTJL CHARACTEE. 

GiX Don, you aay that, at a masquerade, 
In cloee disguise, you fain would there parade ! 
J? ought easier, if you '11 follow but this plan : 
Assume the garb, Sir, of an fwneet man. 
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QUITE DIFFEEENT. 

"Sirs!" cried a swaggering Bohadil, "when on the 

field of battle, 
I always was the first where cannons most did rattle ;" 
" Oh ! " cried old Jem, " but stop, and just correct your 

blunder, 
True, you were always first, but mark ! — to run and 

plunder." 



ON KECErVTNG FEOM A LADY-FKIEND THE 
PKESENT OF A PURSE. 

With this fondly prized gift be assured I'll part never, 
In sunshine or shade — ^in peace or in strife ; 

And my fate I wiU leave you to fancy — should ever 
To my ear come the words : " SiVy your Purse or 
your lAfe ! " 



MIHD AKD MAITER. 

Said a Pop, all bedecked with jewels bright and rare, 
I shed some lustre here, I shine aniongst the fair ; 
Yoa, quoth a Wag hard by, " 'tis true, but jet I find 
'Tifl only mailer yields the light that should come from 
the mind." 



THK COMPLAINT OF MANY AK ANCIENT. 

B Sad is my fate, — in very truth ; 

(Yet 'tis, perhaps, as it should be :) 
I cut my teeth in early youth. 
But now, alas ! my teeth cut me. 



PEECEPT AMD PRACTICE. 



To young Procrastinate his fond Ma said in sorrow : 
" W/iat you can do to-day, ne'er leave until to-morrow.' 
" Oh ! " the Urchin replied, " if that maxim is right, 
Mamma, let us finish the plum-pudding to-night." 
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TO ONE WHO ASKED ME FOE MY LIKE- 
NESS. 

Mine effigy, mon ami, you desire to possess, 

Ah! such request, I feel, can only spring from 
Friendship true, 
And that the thought is welcome, let me honestly con- 
fess. 
Since thus, when lost to others, I shall here still live 
with you. 



TO A YOUNG LADY WHO EXCUSED HEESELF 
FROM SINGDTG BECAUSE HEE LOVEE 
WAS PEESENT. 

Fair Lady, — quell those fears — ^they are but vain, 
Sing — ^for thy song will yield to all a pleasure ; 

Believe me, ever sweet must prove the strain 
When Love seems — bow in hand — to mark the 
measure. 



A WAG HAD THE FOLLOWING WRITTEN 
.^^t ON KI8 DOOB. 



Yb shewy " Gents" — not worth a bnbble, 
Who come here hut to borrow, 

Se'er to rotum — to save you trouble — 
Accept thJB Notice :— Call To-morrow I 



IMPKOMPXU 

TO ONB WBO BAID KB WAS TIBBD OF BEARlHa PEOFLB 
TALK ABOUT IHB PBETAJUNO WET WEATHER. 

Of the Bain, as a m^eet, yon well may be tired, 
' Tia a damper indeed, quite eufBcient to try one ; 

But at it when all our mad spleen we have fired, 
Youll admit that its anything else but a dry one. 



TO A DESPAIEING LITEEAKY FRIEND. 
Keep up, old " Brick ! " for many here below 

Who've laboured hard alike with pen and head, 
Are doomed — alas ! though sad this truth to know — 

To only live when they are fairly dead. 
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THE MYSTERY EXPLAIOTD. 

Said Ironside^ " Ingrates I never found " — 
Kever ! how so ? That wears an ugly sound.'* 
'^ Oh,'' cried a third, ^' It means, the truth to say, 
He no one e'er obliged, — ^in any way." 



TO A GAY JUVENILE FRIENP. 

Experientia docet. 

The World's a wide parterre, and pleasures are its 
flowers, 
Which Nature bids us (Bull in Youth's joy-giving 
Mom; 
But with this caution armed, — ^that oft in brightest 
bowers, 
A serpent there may lurk, the blossom yield a thorn. 
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SEEIOUS ATTAIE. 


Said a 


. pious young Friend— long by Constancy tried— 


To 


a Daught 
won, 


er of Grace, who bia food heart had 


" The Lord hath decreed that thou ahouldst be my 




Brido 




"Oh!" Bhe 


modestly sighed, " Tfte Lords will fie 




Aw." 

■ 


K 


W 



EPITAPH 

A WOUAN WHO WAS CONSTANTLY SPEAKING OP 
HIGH DESCENT. 

Heee rests a Dame of lineage high, 

Wbo, while upon this bieathing Earth, 
Until the hour she chanced to die, 
Did nothing else but prate and lie 
About her great and mighty birth. 
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PHILOSOPHIC AXIOM. 

'^Felicem reddere.** 

If you would, here, with contentment blest, 
And learn of happiness the truest spring ; 

Deem everything stiU ordered for the best, 
And farther, ^^Mahe the best of everything *^ 



TEUTHFUL FEIENDS ARE RAEE. 

If haply thou should meet one upright, feiithfcLl friend, 
Think that indeed on thee some guardful cares attend ; 
Nay, that the favouring gods have, of their grace divine. 
Lent from their heaven a spark, here on thy path to 

shine. 



AUTHORS. 

How enviable is an author's state ! 

Or good or had^ his pleasure must be great ; 

If good, the Public lauds the witty elf. 

If bad, stiU quite content, he lauds himself. 



158 


BPIGRAXB. ^^^^^^^^^1 




A WISH. — '- 


Iho' Fate's o'er-darkeTiing trials 'rotmd me crowd, H 


Life'i 


9 bitterest woes, in all their fury — ^M 


SavB m 


e &om one — (0 Heaven, avert the cloud !) 1 


The' 


" Trial "— {dare I speak it out )) " bg Jury 1 " 1 




THE CUP OF LIFK fl 


Ehhold the gall-filled cup of human life ! 


Its Burface iair what honeyed sweets invest ! 



Hiese childhood skim^ with eager passion nfr; 
Ah me, the doom ! stem manhood drains the rest. 



TO ONE WHO WAS EEPEOVING A 
MIRTHFUL GROUP. 

Oe ! let the happy, happy be 

In this brief world of care and sorrow ; 
AlaB ! their joy full soon may flee 

Beneath the clouds that threat the morrow. 
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TO A DETEACTOE. 

In praise I speak of you, in malice you of me, 
And o'er the error well we both may grieve ; 

For the all-disceming world — ^in its judgment rather 
feee — 
Neither one nor the other will believe. 



ON HEARING ONE SAY THAT OUES WAS 
THE BEST OF WOKLDS. 

Among our sages, not a few agree 

That in the expanse, North, South, and East, and 
West, 
Roll countless Worlds no mortal eye can see ; 

If this, our own, is of them all the hest^ 
dear ! I think, what must the others be ! 



TO A YOUNG BRAGGADOCIO 

WHO BOASTED OF ElB LINEAGE : HAVING NOTHrNG ELBE 
^^B TO BOAST OF. 



About your ancestois you still may prate ; 
They, as you say, may have been noble, great ; 
But yet methinks, to you remains untold 
This truth, that when some kinds of seeds get old, 
'riiey, most assuredly, somewhat degenerate, 



LOVE CHANGEABLE, BUT INHERENT. 

As the sun's undying hght. 

Which sometimes shaded, and then bright, 

Sometimes warm and sometimes cold, 

Doth the Universe enfold, 

And reigneth yet supreme above ; 

Such, Oh ! such, with life, is Love ! 
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AC EC STIC. 
(to myself.) 

L ONG mayst thou live, in health and heartfelt peace, 

n these green shores where thou delightst to roam ; 
U nharmed by change, till all Life's changes cease, 

1 n weal or woe, still tinding here a home, 

S ecure in gifts possest, and counting joys to come ! 



" PKENEZ GAEDE ! " 

When wheedling friends drop in — to borrow, 
*Tis a sure sign of threatening sorrow ; 

Think, then, before to such you lend. 
That if you do not they 'U decry you ; 
If you do — they 'U soon deny you : 

In either case the league mtist end 



M 



I AM the F«Uia of t«clv« vxa. 
WhotaAtt not utdkAhem awns. 



Of Beaatfa gifts : fat aone an ba, 
Some dadt — aa^ tltiMig^ innoctal Ibej , 



Ton see them dyiog evMj day. 



CLTIO ASD CUPIDnT. 

One, wlio had sought more gold than moral worth. 

His wife's new foults impatiently set forth : 

" Sly life has passed from sunshine into shade, 

E'er since the day that Cupid's game was made, 

By victimizing wie in my stupidity ! " 

" Oh no ! " replied a friend, with some acidity, 

" 'Twas not poor Cupid, sir, but your Cupidity ! " 



I it» Months and Days. 
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AN EVEEGREEN. 

" YouB age, piay ? " enquired a wag of a dame, 
(Toasting the lady, hj the way. 
This being on her natal day,) 
^^Twenty-<me, sir," replied the nnhlnshahle fair. 
" Yon 'U never grow old," said the youth debonair, 
" As for ftdl thirty years you have told us the same." 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Nay, Lady, say not we must part, 

Because these eyes betrayed 
The fire which owns no mastering art 

By sovereign Beauty swayed. 
For oh ! 'twas only from your own 

I caught the spark divine. 
Which into such a flame hath grown. 

By Love upraised in mine. 



SUN AND EARTH AFFORD EQUAL FAVOUR 
TO THE FACULTY. 

I Ye gifted soub of old Hippocrates, 

Whose Boothing flatteries oft the Patient ease, 
'^V^lile of your art the eflect I thus admire, 
To bo like you I almost couid desire ; 
For when I seek your aid, whate'er the ill 
One's eel/ within — (wonder of wonders still I) 
On your successes the hioad day-heams fall, 
And Earth your blunders covei's, — once for all." 



BONIFACE'S APOLOGY. 

■Said Sir John RubynoxeU) the Landlord, one night — 

As he was uprising, all jolly and tight. 

From the well-covered board, — " Yes, right good i 

your wine, 
(Ariil its price, all allow to be equally tine) ; 
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But the bottles somehow, if my fancy's not queer, 

Seem smaller and smaller to grow every year ! " 

" Oh ! " replied our quick Host, with his ruddy cheek 

flashing, 
" Sir John, the plain truth is, they shrink in the 
washing ! " 



TO A YOUNG LADY-FEIEND, 

WHO SEEMED DISPLEASED AT MY HAVING MISTAKEN 
ANOTHER PERSON FOR HERSELF. 

Tis true, methought your form I saw ; 

That hrow so passing fair. 
Those eyes that with such lustre awe. 

That dark and silken hair ; 
But when that form approached, how soon 

The illusion from me flew ; 
It lacked your modest grace — sweet boon ; 

Nay, all that charms in you I 



^ IMPEOMPTF 

TO 4 SEW AOQUAINTANOE, WHO REQUEBTED HB TO WRITK 
HOME tilNBS IK HONOUR OP BIS N4TAL-DAY, 

Ab the fresh morning beam, that oft breaks on our way. 

May be darkly o'ercast eie the close of the day. 

Or the bud, ere it bloom, bow to early decay, 

Ho of you, my dear Friend, what, as yet, can I eay ? 

Although to high Heaven devoutly I '11 pray 

Tliat its blessings surround you on tkiaya\u birth-day ; 

Yet as prudence and frankness my judgment should 

I reserve the fine things 'twould delight me to say. 
Until, critie-like, 1 know more of the play. 



LINES 

ACCOMPAfTTIKG A PLOKiL PRESENT TO A LADY. 

Accept these flowers — but hero no emblem sco 
Of that deep homage folt within my breast, 

Uf thoughts there cherished, there inspired by thee, — 
(Lady, with every grace and virtue blest) — 
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For of their lustrous "bloom, 

And sweet and rich perfume, 
The charm, ere long, must fade and pass away ; 

But what I truly feel, 

Yet never dare reveal. 
Will last — to only die with Life's expiring ray ! 



TO AN AUTHOE 

WHO ASCRIBED TO HIMSELF THE MERIT, THOUGH SLIGHT, 
OF A LITERARY PRODUCTION OF MINE. 

Oh, Sir ! he content with the laurels you've pulled 

At the foot of Pamas — ^there lie quietly lulled, 

And dream, if you like, through whole groves of renown. 

Winning garland on garland, and crown after crown ; 

Better so — fency everything, dreaming or not. 

Than pounce upon aught, just to add to the lot. 

When the waif\a another's (I rather opine) — 

For instance, on any stray leaflets of mine ; 

For of all the mean sins that may lie at one's door. 

You should know that the meanest is "Bobbing the Poor" 



THE SPOILED CHILD. 

On a gentle Simiiiiet'a night, 

When moon and etars were ahining bright. 

By hiB nurse an urohin crying 

Broi^ht his anxious mother flying, 

Who angrily desired to know 

The cause of all this grief and woe ; 

And why the darling was not given 

Whflte'er he wished J — " lawk ! gtaoions Heaven, 

Replied the girl, " I might as soon 

Fly in the air, ae grant the boon, 

(Though hard to it I might he driven) : 
Your son in crying for the moon ! " 



1 



THE POOR MAN AND THE THIEF. 

At midn^ht hour — their course when felons steer — 
A prowhng thief — though by mbtake 'tis clear — 
Forced an entree into some lonely cot, 
(Where, sooth to say, but little could be got). 
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When the poor host, awaking from his rest, 

Bespoke thus coolly his unwelcome guest : 

** Thou bold unknown, why dost thou hither come 

To break my sleep, sole comfort of my home ? 

For vain indeed must be thy wild essay 

To seek by night — search where and how you may — 

That which, alas ! I cannot find by day ! " 



THE EUSTIC AND THE SPECTACLE DEALER 

On buying some spectacles bent, 
A rustic to a dealer went. 
And there he tried on several pair. 
Holding some writing far and near. 
And haply sometimes upside down. 
But none to suit him did appear. 
" Ah," said the vendor with a jeer, 
(As on his brow there grew a frown) : 
" You cannot read, good Sir, 'tis clear." 
" No ! " quoth our clown in angry mood, 
" Such things to me would be no good — 
I should not want *em if I could." 



TO A LADY, 

WHO tS PLiTFULNEBS REQUESTED MB TO WRITE AX 
EDLoar ON HERSELF. 

A Bard of old — no matter what Ms name — 

(Enough to say he owns some little fame) 

Hath well obeerved, — 'Twere worea than icHo play, 

A rain excess for mortals to essay. 

To gild refined gold ; with odonre new J 

To enrich the violet, deck the Kly'a hue, ^ 

Or seek, in aught, to add — where bounteous Heaven 

Of ita good gifts bo much hath wisely given. 

Then, lady fair, although I fear to raise, 

To virtues all your own, the song of praise, 

As those no less demand my homage due, 

Deem for its kind acceptance while I sue, 

Even for Truth's sake — Oh, deem that homage t>-i:fi. 
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SOMETHING NEW IN THE MUSICAL WAY. 

One of Apollo's lagged sons, 

Eicher in voice than gold, 
One day, while striving to display. 
Was pouring forth his choicest lay, 
His " loood-notes wild^'^ and ablest runs, 

And shaking — ^but with cold — 
Was told how happy he must be ; 

For with such gifts to caU their own, 
Some might achieve a path of riches. 
" 0^, my good Sirs I In truth " — quoth he 

" / can make anything of it I choose,*^ 
" Then," cried a wag, ^ If I w&i*e y&u, 

rd really not a moment lose, 
But try my skill at something new ; 
And of it make, at once, a pair of Breeches T^ 




TO A FRIEND (?) 



t»BO, APrEB REKDERINQ HIM A BLIGHT MONETARY 
SERVIOF, AVOIDED MB. 

81NOB, for a loan, your wish I granted, 

Yuu fly ma, as yon wcrald & dun, 
FoT otlien T am now sapplaiited I 

In your Friendship's darkened sun. 

Little did I dream you'd prove 

The proverb true-^-so often told : 
" That to oblige a friend, hia love 

We risk, when once we lend him gold ! " 

But aa with you, Sir, 'tin the case, 

To help me to regain your heart, 
The cash, pray, in my purse replace. 

And play a fairer, better part. 
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And if a vow did e'er avail, 

Now list to mine, and find it true ; 
That on a friendship found so frail 

Again 111 never stake a sou ! 



^ GEAMMAJl ! 

Betty the chambermaid (one of a noble house) 

One day, with JeameSy in fullest puff arrayed, 
Talking of kings and wars, to show her rums 

Turned to her powdered friend, and gently said : 
" Is 'nt that Prussia somewhere in Kentu^cky 
Where Austrian soldiers had to cut their lucky 1 *' 
" Oh," replied Jeames (glad in his eager pride 
To sport his knowledge) to his future bride — 
" Ahem — ah, yes — ^upon my life, my dear. 
You must excuse me if I say I fear 
You've not had much the assistance of a crammer ; 
You're just a whit deficient in your Grammar" 



r 



SELF-LAirDATION. 



" Why » largely praise yourself J " — said one freely to 

anothei: 
" Feihapa tlie world may think it eomewliat rattiet of 

a bother." 
" Oh," aharply replied, the van yet witty elfi 
" I never leave to others what I can do mysalf ! *' 



TEE KENEGADE. 

Cried a versatile M. P. : "Sits, — to Honour and to Truth 
I was wedded, I can Bwear it, from my very early youth." 
"Then" — observed a sly Constituent, "to the world we 

may proclaim, 
" lliat a very lucklesa Widower you very aonii became." 
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THE BONNE BOUCHE. 

A JOLLY monk of old, (extinct is not the breed) 

And fond of right good cheer, (when are they not 

indeed ?) 
On a certain holy tide — ^for him unlucky day, 
Ate of a goodly fish, all but the head they Siay ; • 
To vespers then he goes, before his patron cowers, 
And gracious help invokes for his digestive powers ; 
When to the sore dismay of congregated samts, 
His ruddy cheeks turn pale ; cries one, " Our Brother 

faints ! " . 
"Nay," says another, "nay," more versed in GhlerCs 

lore, 
'' Haste for the doctor, haste ! I fear 'tis something 

more ! " 
The doctor soon appeared, the sick man's couch stood by, 
And said in hollow tone, " Of this you '11 surely die." 
" Oh !" cries the " morihondy^ "my soul prepares to fly ! 
Then ere to all below I breathe a last ' Good bye ! ' 
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Give me tkejotDl" — {and lo ! the struggling tear-dron 

start!) 
" Of that delicious fish — siDce nought avails your art. 
That dear bcmne douche — the last, the last lemaining ' 

pottt" 



.0ttgs, IBallatrs, tit 



I 



)0tt0S, ^allabs, tit. 



THE SWISS-BOY'S INVITATION. 

(tyrolibn.) 

Oh ! come, thou dearest, to the larfd, 

Where peace and love their dwelling make ; 
Amid their happy shepherd band, 

And love it for thy lover's sake. 
There Nature, with her holiest spell, 

Shall woo thee if thy thoughts should roam, 
Bid thy young heart with rapture swell, 

And hail with joy thy mountain home. 



oil 1 come, tlioii Uoai'est, tu the lanil, 
Where frGedom liolda her glorious swaj ; 

There join its happy ehephenl band, 
And listen to its moimtain lav. 



1 do not offer gold or gems 

111 barter for a heart more rare ; 
Wild flowers well wreathe for diadems, 

To twine amid thy silken hair. 
A i^iyata! mirror thou sholt seek, 

Wbtee Leraan's waters softly flow. 
And Health, to deck thy lovely cheek. 

Its purest rosea shall bestow. 

I'heu come, thou dearest, to the land. 

Where Freedom holds her glorious sway ; 

There join its happy shepberd band. 
And listen to its mountain lay. 
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MY SWEET GUITAR. 
(ballad.) 

When musing o'er Life's onward stream, 

As troubled oft it flows along, 
When memories sad o'er-shade the dream 

Of youth's bright hours and mirthful song 
When grief and care oppress the mind, 

And feebly shines Hope's lingering star, 
Ah, then what balm my sorrows find 

In thee, my loved, my sweet Guitar ! 

When Woman, with her witching smile, 

With accent soft or glancing eye, 
My stricken heart enchains awhile, 

Or when, betrayed, it heaves the sigh — 
When o'er my cheek steals rapture's glow. 

Or darkening thoughts its visions mar. 
How faithful still, in weal or woe. 

Is thy response, my sweet Guitar ! 



1 SONGS, BiLLADB, ETC. 

Wheu Fortune lowered, aiid friendB, that come 

And went with its imcortain sun, 
In (vjldness looked upon my name, 
, And faded from me, one by one — 
When all had left me, sad anil lone, 

When Love, even Love, frowned from afar. 
Thou, only thon Affection's tone 

Didst softly breathe, my sweot Guitar ! 



Still, then, together let us glide 

O'er Life's now dark, mysterious sea ; 
Each fiiteful change of shore and tide 

Shall brighter seem, if shared with thee. 
And when my spirit quits its chain. 

And faintly dies this earth-bom war, 
Of peace in Heaven, oh, let thy strain 

In whispers tell, my aweet Guitar ! 
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CONSTANCY. 

(song.) 

Oh, deem thou not this heart can wander, 

Truant-like, though far from thee. 
As the sunlight to the flower, 

Dearest, so art thou to me ! 
Maiden-lips in vain may smile, 

Syrens weave the luring spell : 
No, on other eyes than thine 

Ne'er shall mine enraptured dwell. 

Deem not, then, this heart can wander. 
Truant-like, though far from thee. 

As the sunlight to the flower. 
Dearest, so art thou to me I 

Mid the blooming meads and bowers. 
As the bee, although he roam, 

Charmed awhile with Nature's treasures, 
Gladly seeks his dearer home ; 
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So my soul, through Life's wide sceuas. 

Doomed mid aiucious toils to stray, 
Pants for her whose angel strains 
Chase my every care away. 
Deem not, then, this heart can wander, 

Truant-like, though far from tbee. 
As the sunlight to the flower, 
Dearest, so ait thou to me ! 



THE DECEIVED ONE. 



I met him. in the mirthful throng, 

Another to him clung. 
Anil listened to that thrilling song 

He oft to me had sui^ ; 
He smiled as he was wont to smile 

When first he breathed the vow — 
In days that told of Heaven awhile — 
The vow that left its earth horn guile 

To blight this altered brow. 
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He pressed her hand, and whispered low 

Soft accents to her heart ; 
But ah, how little did she know 

They veiled the envenomed dart ! 
Fain would I then the lovely Maid 

Have warned of that light vow, 
And said " of all its ills take heed ; — 
In these sad eyes its story read, 

This cheek, this altered brow." 

But ah ! like me, perchance in vain 

She strives that spell to break, 
Till stung by grief and fearful pain. 

From her sad dream she wake ; 
And wake, alas ! but to abhor 

The hour when first that vow 
Came o'er her trusting heart, to pour 
Its treacheries, and for evermore 

Overcloud her altered brow ! 

'Tis whispered — since that fatal hour, 

When haply they have met, 
She has but vainly sought the power, 

The false one to forget. 
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A life-long victim now has 

Anew that faithless vc 
A Sride is hie — the lot is tbrOTii ; 
Death marks the Maiden for his uwn. 

Ah, see that altered hrow ! 



1 




NIGHT'S MINSTKEL BIED. 

(canzonet.) 

Night's minstrel Bird, beside our Cottage lowly 

Pours forth her song, amid the shady grove. 
Seeming to say, with sweetest melancholy, 
" Ever are sighs and tears the fate of Love ! " 

O'er yonder stream a Willow droops as weeping 
Names, fondly traced in young Affection's day. 

Now (tho* enshrined in Memory's holy keeping), 
There lost and gone — ^to ruthless Time a prey. 



I LOVE THEE NO MORE. 1ST 

Oh ! hapless Love, — how bitter is thy anguish, 
How fades the heart that owns thy stem decree 1 

Life's ills beneath, howe'er we toil and languish. 
Soul- wasting grief, — no foe is like to thee ! 



/ 



I LOVE THEE NO MOKE. 
(ballad.) 

Tis true, it seems but yesterday 

I breathed thee songs of love ; 
And vowed in soul-confiding lay, 

My life-long faith to prove ; 
But now a ray hath touched my heart, 

Erewhile so darkened o'er — 
Stem Reason 'wakes — ^the clouds depart, 

And thee I love no more. 



The charms around thy smile that play. 
The spell that lights thine eye — 

The coldest sage would own their sway. 
And heave the enraptured sigh ; 



Would that the virtue now iiiy choice 

Couid to ite native Etore 
But add thy grace — thy meUing voice ; 

Yet these I lovo no more. 

Another soon, to that aoft strain- 
To words— awhile helieTed 

Shall yield his soul, invite the chain, 
And be, like me, deceived. 

lint tliink not thou this heart can yet 
Be Jealous as hefore ; 

The post may cai^B a sad regret, 
But thro I love no moiv. 

To vain deceits let others bow, 

I seek the rural grove ; 
A dearer worship hinds me now — 

A. truer, worthier love j 
So fund recall can stir my breast. 

No glance of thine restore 
A spiirk to embers now at rest— 

Farewiill : wo meet no mote ! 
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WHERE ART THOU ? 
(song.) 

Where art thou, my dear one 1 

I seek thee but in vain ; 
No more thy voice with accents sweet 

Shall greet my soul-felt strain ; 
No more thine eyes, whose timid glance 

Breathed of bright hope and love, 
Shall light my way, like radiant stars 

From the blue heaven above. 

Oh ! where art thou, my dear one 1 
I seek thee but in vain ; 

No more thy voice, with accents sweet, 
Shall greet my soul-felt strain. 

No more thy gentle hand I press 

Near to my suffering heart. 
Whilst thy soft words and tender smiles 

Their solace kind impart ; 



I 



^o more, at otc, far from tLo gaze 
Of worldlings falae and cold. 



Shall of my love aud constancy 



Thev 



a to thee be told. 



Oh ! where art thou, my dear ona ? 

I seek tliee but iu vain ; 
No more thy voice, with accents sweet, 

Shall greet my aoul-felt strain. 

FeuBive and sad, 'nitli pilgrim steps 

My wearying path I roam, 
Ajid look no resting place to find 

Save in my final home : 
Life's flowerets now all scentless seem, 

Its sun is dark to me, 
And if a passing joy I feel 

'Tie when I dream of iliee. 

Oh ! where art thou, my dear one 1 
1 seek thee but in vain ; 

That voice is m.ute, whose acceuta sweet 
OnCe mingled with my strain. 
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DEAE FKIENDS OF MY HEART. 

(bacchanalian song.) 

Dear Friends of my Heart, who once more 

To Good Fellowship's Sanctvm repair, 
To join as in seasons of yore, 

Sociality's pleasure to share. 
Let us not dwell now on the past. 

Or the ills that are common to man ; 
For rime in Ms journey runs fast, 
And bids us be gay while we can. 
Gold hath its own alloy, 

And Ufe its shades of sorrow ; 
So your sunny hours enjoy. 

And hope for the best To-morrow. 

* 

If among us some loveable swain — 
(A case not by any means rare). 

Disheartened, should truly complain 
Of some Maiden deceiving as fair ; 
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Bid him here, in the Soul -cheering cup, 
At once drown his earc and his grief: 
Not to droop like a loon, but look up 
To some kinder lass for relief. 
Gold hatli its own alloy, 

And life ita shades of sorrow ; 
So your sunny hours enjoy. 

And hope for the best To-morrow, 



Those eynica, who'd never allow 

Even to Heaven its own holy righta, 
Who, with frowninga and groans, disavnw 

Our best and our purest delights, — 
To such, if thDy fall in your way, 

With their moans and grimaces severe, 
While j'ou smile at their doleful dis])lay. 
Just whisper this truth in their ear : 
Gold hath its own alloi'. 

And life its shades of sorrow ; 
So your mnny hours enjoy, 

And hopp, for the best To morrfiw. 
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Yes,— untn in some happier sphere 

We meet, by adoption divine. 
Of Love the sweet flowers, while here 

We'll blend with the Life-giving Vine ; 
And if bodings of evil draw nigh. 

While in Wine we dissolve the dull chain, 
True aiTection the harm shall defy, 
And tell them they threaten in vain. 
Gold hath its own alloy 

And Life its shades of sorrow ; 
So your sunny hours enjoy. 

And hope for the best To-morrow. 



THE PKIDE OF THE SEA ! 

(song.) 

On a bank, by a sycamore tree. 
One morn, in the bloom of the May, 

A young fisherman, heart-full <rf glee. 
To Cupid thus carolled his lay — 
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"O think not, sly nrcihin, to prove 
Tlij darts and theii mischiefs on lue ; 

For 'tis only my bark that I \ove. 
And ahe is the Pride of the Sea ! " 

A fair one came stealing along 

To gather the newly-blown flower, 
And listening, to hear his proud song, 

She hid in the neighbouring bower : 
" Ko, Ciipid, thou never shall move 

Xbe lieart that was bom to be free ; 
It ie only my bark that I love, 

My treasure, my Pride of the Sea I " 

To him who thus sung she drew nigh — 

He saw, and he gazed with a smile : 
" Sweet maiden," he said, " wouldst thou fly I 

Nay, tarry and rest thee awhile ! " 
0, tlie fisherman, soon did he prove 

That tlie Urchin was first of the three — 
Soon his bark bore the name of his love, 

Am! she was the Pride of the Sea ! 
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THE MAIDEN TO HEE DEPARTING 

SOLDIER.LOVE. 

(ballad.) 

At Duty's call, witli Soldier-spirit light, 

On distant shores you hasten now to roam ; 
To meet the foe, to shield the cause of Eight, 

You bid adieu to Kindred, Friend, and Home- 
Yet no regret, no fear pervades your heart. 

Since to repel despotic Power it be, — 
Oh, in the fray, when bid to bear a part 

Their cause defend, but still remember me ! 

Should smiling Fate place on your youthful brow 
A chaplet fair, let noble deeds proclaim 

The guerdon bright, and Truth alone avow 
'Twas gained apart from an ancestral fame ; 

For *tis not Birth, nor Eank I e'er would prize, 
A better guide let Valour ever be ; — 

When for the fight the signal cry shall rise, 

The call obey, yet, love, remember me. 

o2 
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But should tlioaa hopes that o'er your pathway shine 

He quBuched and aink beneath an enrlj doom, — 
Tile mounier'a lot — Oh ! should it thus be mine. 

What then were Life to mo but lonely gloom t 
Yet 'mid the dreams that of the past recall 

The thought, though sad, my eolace still eliall be, 
If destined in the glorious field to fall, 

lu that last hour that you lemembered me. 




FIGHT. 



I sliall be, il 

me. J 



(song.) 
KiGHT, Night, heautiful night ! 

Softly around me steal. 
And the gentle light of thy stars so bright 

O'er my silent path reveal. 



Vov 'tis then I love 
With the dear one U) rove, 
Kcneath the embowering tree, 



• 
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And there fondly disclose 
The devotion that flow$, 
From the world's idle vanities free. 
Night, Night, beautiful night ! 

Softly around me steal, 
And the gentle light of thy stars so bright 

O'er my silent path reveal. 

Thine, thine is the hour 

Of Pleasure's true power. 
When the Wine-cup is circling round. 

And bids every brow 

To Hilarity bow, 
And of Harmony wakens the sound 1 

Night, Night, beautiful night ! 
Softly around me steal. 

And the gentle light of thy stars so bright 
O'er my silent path reveal 

*Tis then, too, awhile 
That we flee from the toil 
That invades both Palace and Cot ; 
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When care, in repose, 
Finds a balm for its woes 
And dreams of a happier lot. 
Night, Night, beautiful night ! 

•Softly around me steal, • 

And the gentle light of thy stare bo bright 
O'er my silent path reveal 

Ibo' cheerless and drear, 
OvGr-shadowed with fear. 
To the heart that its^ must lepioT^ 4 
To the spirit sincere 
Thou art ever still dear 
To affection, to Friendship, and Love. 
Night, Night, beautiful night ! 

Softly around me steal, 
And the gentle light of thy stars ao bright 

O'er my silent path reveal ! 
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THE LOST SHEPHERD-MAIDEN. 

(tyrolien.) 

In our vale, in times gone by, 
Dwelt a beauteous shepherd Maiden, 
One whose heart, with griefe ne'er laden^ 

Welcomed all who gathered nigh ; 

Her soft lay, at dewy mom, 

By the fragrant zephyrs borne, 

Charming there her native grove, 

Told of joy and blameless love, 

By the village throng, 'tis said — 

Thus she sang^-each hand disdaining, — 
Though but passing smiles obte^nijig. 
Still the Swains their homage paid; 
While, at eve and dewy mom, 
Her soft lay, by Zephyrs borne, 
Charming stiE her native grove. 
Told of joy and blameless love. 
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Hack ! — The stranger Hunter's hom I 
Echoes wild the notes repeating — 
Darksoniie fonna are seen retreating- 
Far away the maid ia borne ! — 
Through that vale, alas ! but reign 
Accents now of grief and pain, 
Where erowhUe the listening prove 
Rang with songs of joy and love. 



HELVETIA, FAREWELL! 
(song,) 
Farewell, ye mountains, valleys green, 

Ye linipid streams, skies bright and clear ! 
Farewell, my Childhood's liappy scene, 

Helvetia brave, for ever dear ! 

Soil of the Free,— the land of Tell, 

My own loved home, — Farewell, Farewell ! 

Where'er I rovt. 

Thy treasured lovo 

Will ever prove 

My guiding ray ; 
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To hear thy song, 
Thy hiUs among, 
May Heaven ere long 
Eecall my way. 

Farewell, ye mountains, valleys green. 

Ye limpid streams, skies bright and clear ! 
Farewell, my Childhood's happy scene, 
Helvetia brave, for ever dear ! 
For love and friend 
Fond prayers ascend, 
With thoughts that wend 
O'er land and sea ; — 
Oh ! Hope, resume 
Thy spring-time bloom. 
And re-illume 

Life's paths for me ! 
Farewell, ye mountains, valleys green. 

Ye limpid streams, skies bright and clear ! 
Farewell, my Childhood's happy scene, 
Helvetia brave, for ever dear ! 
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HAIL TO TEEE, MY SATPTE lAKD ! | 

(ttrolien.) 
All-hail to thee, my Native Land ! 

Helvetia, brave and free, 
\'\Tiere oft, amid tby shepherd band, 

IVe roved in youthful glee. 
Thy snow-clad mounts, thy vaUeys green, 

All breathe of joy to me. 
Each rippling stream, each long-lost scene, 
Awakes my soi^ for thee ! 

All-Jiail to thee, my Native Land! 

Helvetia, brave and free, 
^Vhere oft, amid thy shepherd band, 
I've roved in youthful glee. 



Beneath proud Spain's inspiring skies, 

Within Italia's bowers, 
I've bowed hefore the brightest eyes, 

I've eulled the sweetest flowers ; 
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Yet none so sweet, nor eyes so bright, 

Could ever charm impart 
Like those, which here my ptttii nljght 
And now enthrall my heart. 

AU-hail to thee, my Native Land ! 

Helvetia^ brave and free, 
Where oft, amid thy shepherd band, 
IVe roved in youthful glee. 

No more, Oh ! never more from thee, 

My beauteous Land, I'll roam ; 
No more the Strangei^s shores to see^ 

Turn &om my Cottage Home, 
Now 'mid thy hills, in fi:eedom sw^t^ 

And fragrant meads, I'll stray 
And daily all their blessings greet 
With this my grateful lay : 

Once more I greet the shepherd band. 

With all a Switzer's glee ; 
All-hail to thee my Native Land, 
Helvetia^ brave and free ! 
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I HEAED A VOICE AT EVENING TIDE. 

(CAKZONET.) 

I HEAiu) a voice, at evening tide, 

Soft faliiiig on my ear ; 
It told of one bog passed away, 

Tet atili to memory dear. 
Ita miiaic seemed no earthly stram — 

It breathed of spheies above, 
Where angels, robed in glory, join 

In lays of endless love. 
I heard a voice, at evening-tide, 

Soft felling on my ear ; 
It told of one long pasaed away. 

But oh, to me how dear ! 



The starry skies their radiance lent 
To nature hushed around, 

Whilst all my willing soul I gave 
To that enthiulling sound. 
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It whispered, " Come 1 — from joys unreal, 

Come to the homes above, 
Where kindred hearts divide no more, 

But dwell in endless love ! " 

That voice I heard, at eve's still hour, 

When God alone was near ; 

f 

It told, alas ! of one to me 
Long lost, but ever dear ! 



STAE OF MY SOUL. 
(song.) 

Star of my soul I all-beauteous maiden ! 

Whose sweetness, like the balm of spring. 
First taught my heart, with griefs o'erladen. 

The charm which thou alone canst bring — 
How oft, with smiles that told of Heaven, 

And looks, as of some spirit fiEdr, 
Hast thou thy miasioned solace given, 

The hope that saved me from despair ! 

Star of my soul ! 




THE PAKTING. 

(aONG.) 

Oh ! tell me uot that we, hereafter meeting. 

Shall look on days which yet have joys in store ; 
No more will Fate, a kinder seaeon greeting, 

Eeatore you here, the aame — Oh, never more ! 
Too well I feel that time, o'er distance ranging,'. 

Of plighted faith assails the purest vow. 
It may not he that, with a love unclianging. 

Those eyes will seek me then, that leave me noiv. 
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Oh ! tell me not that we, hereafter meeting, 

Shall look on days which yet have joys in store ; 

No more will Fate, a kinder season greeting, 
Restore you here, the same — Oh, never more ! 

Full soon declines Affection's tender flower. 

When from it fades Hope's all sustaining beam ; 
Full soon its sweets up-yield their fragrant power, 
' And darkness shrouds it like a broken dream ; 
Yet, if my tears, like morning dew descending. 

Can guard its life within my anxious breast, 
Whatever the lonely care, with life but ending, 

There shall, enshrined, the hallowed treasure rest ; 
Oh ! tell me not that we, hereafter meeting. 

Shall look on daj's which yet have joys in store ; 
No more will Fate, a kinder season greeting. 

Restore you here, the same — Oh, never more ! 



SOSaa, BAIJ-ADS, ETC. 



THE FATOimiTE TEEEl 



" Hnw beautifiJ are you, grean treeB ! green tre 
How nobl; beautiful 1 Fun would I rest 
'Ne&lb tbe broad ahod^w of your moatliDg Hn 
And lose the World's unquiet irniigecy . 

Mra, L. H, SloOCRNEI 



Oh I come with me, love, come with me. 
And rnidemeath thy favourite Tree, 
Of those bright hours our tale shall be 
So oftj ao sweetly shared with thee ! 
And while there the woodbird'a song 

Shall delight the listening ear, 
"We'll forget the worldly throng. 

And cease ita syren-call to hear. 
Then come with me, love, come with me 
And underneath thy favourite Tree, 
Of by-gone hours our tale shall be 
So sweetly shared, dear Maid with thee ! 
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And if a tear bedim thine eye, 

Or Pity's claim oppress thy soul, 
Should thy young bosom yield the sigh 

To cares o'er which we've no xjontrol, 

Cares or fears for their dear sake 
Who think of us in lands afar, 

I'll some happier spell awake, 
And softly strike my light guitar ; 
Then come with me, love, come with me, 
And underneath thy favourite Tree, 
Of bygone hours our tale shall be, 
So sweetly shared, dear Maid, with thee. 



, BALLADS, ETC. 



YE SWITZERS, RISE! 



PATBIOnO BOSG, 



On tlis threutened huetUities aguust Switserland for her hospitable 
protectiou of politiceJ. refugees, 

Ye Smtsers, rine ! Bravely rise ; 'tis for glory ! 

I Leai the skmn ; — tlie rage of kings a&r ! 
In jealous hate, your name, your 'ancient story. 

They fain would overwhelna in ruthless war ! 
licneath tlieir yoke again to flourish never, 

Our country dear they doom their fettered prey, 
Shrine of Tdl, to Freedom sacred ever ! 

Shall those to tlieo no trihute-homt^ pay 1 



We hear them say of our friends and our stranger 
" Expel the men, the vainly sheltered band, 

Whose bold career to us is rife with dangers, — 
Ajj-ainst our rule who lift the daring hand ! " 
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But we reply, — " Helvetia's foes shall never 
Against her faith such foul reproach array !** 

O Shrine of Tell, to Freedom sacred ever ! 
Shall those to thee no tribute-homage pay 1 

Oh ! no, — it is not the victims, thus overpowered 

By tyrant bow, and plimged in loss and woe, 
That can assail each rank-encircled coward. 

And fiercely lay their proud oppressors low: 
'Tis fear of thee whom yet they vanquished never, 

Helvetia brave, — that bars their threatful way, 
O Shrine of TeU, to Freedom sacred ever ! 

Shall those to thee no tribute-homage pay 1 

Should they forget that name, that ancient story, 

We'll turn recording sunlight on their eyes. 

And to their sight, amid its blaze of glory. 
We'll bid the deeds of our great Fathers rise 1 

Their hallowed claims their sons shall forfeit never ; 

In vain the spoilers all their arts essay : — 
Shrine of Tell, to Freedom sacred ever ! 

Shall those to thee no tribute-homage pay 1 
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Should they presume, our hai>py soil profaning, 
Amid our hoarths to fiii^ the inyaaive hrand, 

Our very aires would throng their arms regaining. 
Our wives, and youths, to gave their Fatherland. 

Arise ! — and hear your echoing hills deliver 

Tho crieB that strika the ^greaeors with dismay,— 

O Shrine of TeU, to freedom aacred ever ! 

they yet their homage all shall pay ! 



THE RETUKN OF PEACE. 

PATRIOTIC — HBLVBTIC BONO. 



Star of Peace, we hail thy hleat return ! 

The storm departs, whose thunders gathered o'er 
Our ready hearts for War forbear to burn, 

And fairer hours illume the path before us. 
To thy bright sphere we pour the song of praise, 

With holy trust and faith to leave us never ; 
Bloss thou our Homo mth happy days, 

Our Mountain Land protect for ever ! 
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Beneath thy ray, in plighted union botind, 

A Nation comes, its soul-felt homage yielding. 
To that great Heaven that guards their hallowed ground 

Its native gifts, its ancient glories shielding : 
Long be it ours the grateful hymn to raise, 

Helvetia's patriot strain, — ^to perish never : 
Bless thou our Home with happy days, 

Our Mountain Land protect for ever ! 

The Sons of Toil their cheerful cares resume. 

The Master now reviews his vinous treasure ; 
Again their garlands smile in festal bloom, 

And Song and Dance renew the reign of Pleasure. 
Glad echoes blend with Freedom's dearest lays 

O'er hill and dale, by fount and flowing river : 
Bless thou our home with happy days ! 

Our Mountain Land protect for ever ! 

In this our prayer with heart and hand we join, 
All meaner "Warfare from our soil discarding ; 

And wheresoever the Smtzer's banners shine 

Allegiance swear, — our sacred birth-right guarding. 
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P'Oh ! whUe the rolling Earth the will obeys 
Of Hint, of eveiy earthly good the Giver, 

18 thou our home witli happy days ! 
Our Mountain Land protect for ever ! 



THE RETEAYED. 

Along the vale that gave me birth 

A youthful minatrel took his way, 
And oft around our peaceful hearth 

I call to mind hia timeful lay : — 
He whis]«red : " If true love's divine, 

And speaks of nought but heavenly joy, 
When false, how must its bloom decline ! 

How fatal then the sad alloy ! " 

Beneath its soul awakening beam 
My guileless bosom felt the glow. 

And little deemed the beauteous gleam 
Could light my path to grief and woe. 
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Ah me ! these sorrows deep have proved 
Love oft but yields a dream-like joy ; — 

For loving when no more beloved 
Is life's all-deadening, sure alloy. 

Alas ! now trembling and dismayed 

Full fain, I would, but cannot fly ; 
With darkening fears my soul's o'erswayed 

And burning tears bedim mine eye — 
No more the Truant's care I move. 

In death I seek my only joy ; 
But thus to die from him I love 

Is life's and death's — last, worst alloy. 



BOHOa, UALLASS, ETC. 



THT SMILE IS NOT THE SAME. 

Alas ! I see it now, — thy smile ia not the same, — 

I The doubts are all dispelled that filled my anxious 
breast, 
But still my faith to thee — my truth can Htaven 
attest, — 
Nay, even brighter aeema its now neglected flam& 
Ah 1 — ^if e'er by fate, the vows, the love 

• Which elsewhere now you seek should be o'ercast, 
BtiU would this changeless heart thy healing refuge 
prove, 
Without reproach foi^ive, and all forget the jiast. 



Without thee what 

And drear and sunless now my path where'er I roam, 
The atars their radiance veil — my soul hath lost its 

><ought now can share my love, since ihina is but a 
dream. 
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Ah ! if e'er by fate, the vows, the love 
Which elsewhere now you S3ek should be o'ercast, 

Still would this changeless heart thy healing refuge 
prove, 
Without reproach forgive, and all forget the past. 

In lonely grief I bend beneath the sad decree. 
All care of life departs beneath my darkening fears, 
And all that once gave joy but now renews my tears, 
Its every charm is gone — for all is lost with thee. 
Ah ! if e'er by fate, the vows, the love 

Which elsewhere now you seek should be overcast. 
Still would this changeless heart thy healing refuge 
prove, 
Without reproach forgive, and all forget the past. 
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THE CALL OF JOYOUS MAY. 

(SONO.) 

Haste away, haste away ! 

The dance iiivitea, the carol gay ! 
I hear the call that chides our stay, 

The call of joycua May ! 
Oh ! come my beauteous, dearest maid 1 

'Tia Plessure'e song — why thus delay J 
For Youth's hright flowers full soon will fads, " 
Oome, cull them while we may ! 
Then haste away, haste away ! 
The dance invites, the carol gay ! 
. I hear the call that chides our stay. 
The call of joyous May. 

Haste away, haste away ! 

The skies their loveliest hues unfold. 
The blossoms smile in rich array, 

The hills are crowned with gold. 
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Oh ! while the hour is fair and bright 

Come forth and share our tribute lay ; 
Kind Nature greet with spirit light 
And hail her festal day ! 
Then haste away, haste away ! 

The dance invites, the carol gay ! 
I hear the call that chides our stay, 
The call of joyous May ! 



THE YOUNG MAIDEN'S EEQUEST: 
OK, MAY DAY. 

Mother dear ! mother dear ! 

Hear you not those joyous sounds 

Rising o*er the hill-side near, 

From the dancer's merry rounds 1 

Yes, — the promised signal calls 

To the dance and mirthful song ; 

Ere the shading twilight falls, 

Let me join the happy throng ! 

Mother dear ! 

Kindly hear, 

Mother dear ! 
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With the rose anil purple bell. 

Come, and bind my flowing hair, 
So the simple wreath ahall tell 
Of thy kind maternal care ; 
Yet no more tlmn guardfiil pride 

Think that I shall with me bear ;- 
Duty atill thy child shall guide, 
Tlice remembering everywhere ; 
O Mother dear 1 
Kindly hear, 
My Mother dear i 



11^ perchance, acme playful swain 

Gently whisper, warmly sigh, 
And affect the lover's pain, 
I will yield no vain reply. 
More than all, thy love I prize 
Kone was e'er so true to me ; 
And he shall read within those eyes 
What is, and should be mine for theu ; 
Mother dear ! 
Kindly hear, 
Mv Mother dear ! 
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THE DEEAM IS PAST. 

(song.) 

The dream is past and gone, 
That sweetly told of thee ; 
The hope for ever flown 
That seemed new life to me ! 
Oh ! can it be, 

Tho' still be dear thy name, 
That thou to me 

Canst never be the same ? 



Another in thy heart 

Perchance awhile may reign ; 
Alas ! like me to part 
In sadness and in pain. 
No, no, — To me, 

Tho' dear be still thy name, 
Thou canst not be. 

Thou canst not be the same. 
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Then far from thee I'l! go, 

In solitude to weep, 
Where none can deem they know 
The Memory I keep 
Of thee, of thee- — 

Or hear thy whispertd 
For now to me 

Thou canst not he the Bame. 

For ever then, Farewell ! 
Time only cam control, 
The woes no tongue can teU 
That now o'erweigh my soul ; — 
Ah! no,— To me, 

Tho' dear he still thy name, 
Thou canst not be, 

2To, never be the same ! 



1 
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AN' CANST THOU, JAMIE, GANG AWA 1 

An' canst thou, Jamie gang awa* 

Far frae thy Highland home, 
The heather and thy native sha' 

Oh, whither wadst thou roam ? 
Wilt thou forsake the hill, the stream, 

Our glen and blossom bower. 
Where oft we've watched the gowden beam, 

Lead on the twilight hour ? 

Hae we nae here the honest smiles 

O' friends wha round us bide. 
Where the blithesome Health beguiles 

We* comfort by her side. 
Wi* holy guides that point to Heaven 

An' bid our souls aspire, — 
0' wi' such treasures to us given, 

What mair do we require ? 
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Then, Jamie, gang thou not awa' 

Nor loavo thy parent home j 
We canna' tell what harm may fa' 

Whiles thou afar shall lOam, 
Tlio' wi' thee yet eome spirit kind 

Thro' attanger scenes may rove, 
Ah ! there nae fiiater's smile thou'it find 

Nae watchfu' mither's love. 



Think, when the w-inAs a' winter rage, 

An' Nature ohilk tbe heart ; 
When o'er our biows the siiaws of ago 

Their wamin' hues impart, 
Like thee, when gloom is over a', 

To cheer us, wha shall come 1 
Oh Jamie I Dinna gang awa'. 

Leave nae thy Highland home ! 
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STANZAS. 

TO A COMPANION IN SORROW, WHO REFUSED TO SACRIFICE 
AT THE SHRINE OF BACCHUS. 

"—Hence, ye hours of sable hue ! *' — ^Btbon. 

The Shades that M the sky 

May leave a cloudless morrow ; 
And thus our cares may fly ; 

The heart be free from sorrow. 
With me, my Friend, then crown 

The Bowl with juice divine, 
Strike sorrow's legion down, 
And drown them all in Wine ! 
In Wine, 
Sweet Wine, 
Yes, drown them all in Wine. 

For life, like April skies, 

Now threatful, now serene, 
Hath tears that will arise. 

Even 'mid the brightest scene. 



BOKOe, B&LLASe, KTO. 

With me, my Friend, Oiea crown 

The Bowl with juice divine ; 
Strike BonoVG legion down, 
And diown tham all in Wine ! 
la Wino, 
Sweet Wine, 
Yes, drown them all in Wine. 



'Twere better heed them not, 

(Like Summer clouds they'll pass,) 
Whilst 'tis, at least, our lot 

To meet them with a glass. 
With me, my Friend, then crown 

The Bowl with juice divine ; 
Strike sorrow's legion down, 
And drown them all in Wine ! 
In Wine, 
Bright Wine, 
Yes, diown them all in Wine. 
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OH ! NO, NEVER LOVE ! 
(canzonet.) 

" Of LoTG beware, beware I 
As bards have often sung ; 
Advice that*8 proffer'd by the old 
Bat slighted by the young ! " 

Bd. Gebrabd Lewis. 

Listen to me, — ye Fair ones, all diarming. 

Who well guess what Magic abides in your smile, 
Listen and mark, — all your tenderness arming — 

The lesson I give you ; — ^you'll find is Worth while. 
When, with their vows, young lovers assail ye, 

Beseeching, entreating, their passion to prove ; 
List, — ^but allow not your courage to fail ye, 

Laugh, — ^but love never — Oh ! no, never love ! 

No, never love, — see the fairest of roses, 
The sweetest adorning young Cupid! 8 gay bower ; 

The thorn that defends it no sharpness discloses 
Till thence you would sever the beautiful flower. 

Q 2 



From tlie Batterfly eaiight, aa our light cares wb banish. 
So Lore, once a victor, soon hastens, to rove, ^^h 

And into foigetfuhieBs all leaves to vanish, ^^H 

But its sting, and ita moral — Oh ! no, never love r^^ 



THE SONG OF THE SWISS VINTAGERS. 



Comb, come to the Vintage gay .' 
Come, come to the Feast away ! 
'Tifl yooi Season's Holiday, 
Come, join our Dance and Roundelay ! 

The hours are bright 
That crown yonr toil, 

Cm hearts are light, 
And free from guile ; 
Our harvest rich, — whate'er we reap, 
Its portion best no Tyrants keep : 

Then, come to the Vintage gay ! 

Come, come to the Feast away ! 

'Tis your Season's lloliday, 

Come, join onr Dance and Koundelay 



I 
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Hunters bold ! — From your Mountain firay, 
Come, come to the Feast away ! 
Respite give to your timid prey, 
The daring chase awhile delay. 

Ye lovers fond. 

With hopes but weak ; 

No more despond, 
But comfort seek ; 
Blithe Maids are here, who will not bear 
To see ye drooping in despair. 

Then, come to the Vintage gay ! 

CJome, come to the Feast away ! 

'Tifl your Season's Holiday, 

Gome, join our Dance and Boundelay ! 

Come, come all in your best array. 
Come, come to the Feast away, 
Where the ziters and the tabors play ! 
The signal, old and young obey ! 
While, through the Land, 

Smiles Autumn fair, 
And asks the hand 
Its gifts to share. 
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At Pleasure's call your carea allay, 
And call ita Bweets while yet you may ! 

Then, come to tlie Vintage gay ! 

Come, come to the Feast away ! 

Tis your Season's Holiday, 

Gome, join dot Dance and Koundelay ! 



HAEK ! FEOM AFAK ! 
(tteolikn.) 
Hare, haik ! from afkr ! — 



J 



Tis the blithesome Guitar, 
Now blending its notes with the Castanet gay ; 

And the silvery bell. 

Now bidding ferewell 
To the last fading smile of the Monarch of Day ! 
They call us at once to a respite from eare, 
To hail the bright Hosper so beauteoualy fail ; 
And along the stiU grove, aU-perfumed with the xose. 
To wander awhile, ere we sink to repose. 

Hark ! hark ! from afar ! — 

'Tis the blithesome Guitar, 
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Kow blending its notes with the Castaneb gay ; 

And the silveiy beH 

-N'ow bidding farewell 
To the last £iding smile of the Monarch of Day ! 

Yes, sweet is the honr*, 

When the labour is o'er, 
Our dear ones again 'neath the linden to meet, 

To recall the loved song 

The minstrels among, 
With the young to commune, and the ag^d to greet 
For daily and ever tho* toil be our lot. 
Contentment and Peace &id their home in the Cot^ 
And tho' sometimes mischance may our sunshine allay, 
We sing and we dance till the clouds pass away. 

Hark ! hark ! firom a&r ! 

'Tis the blithesome Guitar, 
Now blending its notes with the Castanet gay ; 

And the silvery bell, 

Now bidding farewell 
To the last feuling smile of the Monarch of Day ! 
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LOTE FOE LOVE. 
(pAszosm.) 
lovH for love, — how aweet tbe feeling. 

When by Truth two hearts aie bouncl, 
ThioTigh every pulse the hlisa revealing 

That a heaven on earth is found ; 
When fond lipa and hands uniting 

Tell the rapture of the heart, 
And all the ilia of Fate's inviting 
In vmn essay their envious part. 
Love for love, — how sweet the feeling. 

When by Truth two hearts are bound. 
Through every pulse the bliss revealing 
That a heaven on earth is found. 



When, though parted, still they're dreaming 
Of the hours too quickly flown, — 

When bright eyes are aoftly beaming 
With a language all their oivn ; 
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Whose accents even death defying, 

When fade all other worldly ties, 
Touched with hope and faith undying, 
Shall mingle with their latest sighs: 
Love for love, — ^how sweet the feeling. 

When by Truth two hearts are bound, 
Through every pulse the bliss revealing 
That a heaven on earth is found ! 



NOW, FAE FEOM THEE. 

Now, far from the, fair spirit of my dreaming. 

Who Life's supremest charm didst round me fling ! 
Since thou art fled — that Life, all-darkened seeming, 

Counts but its fears, *neath Time's o'erladen wing. 
Dim is the star that once our wanderings lighted, 

Pale the bright orb that blest the spring of love ; 
Whto, in the hour that heard our first vows plighted. 

The prayer to Heaven I raised — now left to rove : 

Far, fax £rom thee. 



iU 
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In vain, where Pleasure's amilea are neat me glowing, 

I strive to hide the pain that loads my heart. 
Even Friendship fails, her dearest carea bestowing^ 

Her wonted stniins no healing balm impart. 
All here is lost, — all but Aflection pining, 

Fondly enshrined within my fevered breast j 
Xhere is no hope, now o'er the future shining, 

Save in thy faith, for this poor heart's unreiat. 
Far, far from thee. 



WHEN LOVED BY THEE 1 



(canzonet.) 



"When loved by thee — Ah me, that transient dream ! 

How bright the day o'er which its radiance shone ! 
How sweet to me seemed every bower and str«am, 

Each fragrant flower, or bird's inspiring tone. 
When loved by thee ! 
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When loved by thee, thio' times to Memory dear, 
When Eapture smiled on each too-fleeting hour, 

When Pleasure chased Care's every darkening fear. 
How sweet the Song, the Lute's enthralling power, 
When loved by thee ! 

When loved by thee — ^Ah me, that thought of pain ! 

Clouded is now Hope's every golden ray, 
Broken the Spell that wove Affection's chain, — 

The past alone, in sadness, seems to say : 
Beloved by Thee ! 



THE WELCOME. 

(dubttino.) 

Ist Ah ! see in yonder bark 

Upon the wavelets clear, 
That Maid with tresses dark ? 
It is my chosen dear ! 
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■Hiat merry Maid t—Dow she then heed ■ 


^ft 


Of love the iUuaive lay, 1 


^H 


Who but of ploasuie se-ems to (Jream ; 1 


^^^^ 


Ah ! list her buiJen gay 1 H 


V 


Ti'a k la, etc. fl 


■ ^ 


Her fam, 'tis half divine 1 ^^^^| 




Oh Bpea^ my Mend, to me t ^^^^^| 




To call hei erei mine, ^M 


^H 


Would it not fortune be 1 H 



2nd. In tmth hei WLnning charms I own, 
With all their gentle sway, 
And sweetly sounds that Syren-voice, 
Breathing that burden gay : 
Tra la la, etc. 

ls(. Then know that plighted love 
Our faithful hearts attest. 
And this tho mom shall prove, — 
By Hymen's summons hlost. 
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2nd. All ! see, the Maid is near the shore ! 
Let*s hither haste away. 
With song salute her as she lands, 
And join her burden gay. 
Tra la la, etc. 

1st Mark, how her cheerful strain 
Calls echo from its cave ! 
And see her now agaia 
Her floral signal wave ! 

2nd, Yes, gaily sounds that voice I hear. 
That all-inspiring lay,— 
'Tis but true love and heartfelt joy 
Can breathe that burden gay. 
Tra la la, etc. 
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DECKED WITH THAT SWISIT FLOWER. , 

(SOITG.) 

Decked with tliat sweet flower, dear Maiden, 

Thou art lovelier, all beguiling, 
Than a Queen, with gems o'erladen 
At her mirror proudly smiling ! 
Kindly beaming, 
Softly gleaming. 
Oh ! those eyes ivith lustre streaming, 
Star-lite seem, love. 
And I dream, love. 
That some angel form I see ! 

From my own dear native home. 
Far or near where'er I roam, 
Oh, not one is like to thee. 
No, not one is like to thee. 
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Wealth and title — were they mine, — 
Princely State, — should all be thine, 
Would that smile but rest on me ! 
Decked with that sweet flower, dear Maiden, 

Thou art lovelier, all-beguiling, 
Than a Queen, with gems o'erladen, 
At her mirror proudly smiling ! 
Kindly beaming, 
Softly gleaming. 
Oh ! those eyes with lustre streaming, 

Star-like seem, love. 
And I dream, love. 
That some angel form I see ! 
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RETUlffl, TE HAPPY H0UE8 ! 
(canzonet.) 
Eetcrk, ye happy hours ! 

(Alas, too quickly flown !) 
Which, through oui spring-time bowers. 

With golden promise ehone. 
Pring back of Youth the dream. 

With f aiiy brightness gay, 
Ere Hope's delusive beam 
Had passed in clouds away. 
Eetuin, ye happy hours ! 

(Alas, too quickly flown ! ) 
Which, through our spring-time bowers. 
With golden promise shone. 

'Keatli gilded domes — in vain 

Essays the alluring smile, 
The dance, the mirtliful strain 

My heart to now beguile, — 
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Where all but me rejoice, 

That 'mid their pleasure stray, 
I hear alone a voice 

That says, or seems to say : 
Ketum ye happy hours ! 

(Alas, too quickly flown !) 
Which, through our spring-time bowers. 

With golden promise shone. 



EETROSPECTIOK 
(canzonet.) 

The mom in vain with mystic ray 

Illumed the hiU and dale. 
The Zephyr, on its sportive way, 

Perfumed the slumbering vale ; 
The Nightingale poured forth in vain 

Her notes so wildly free : 
I heard, but heeded not her strain. 

For thou wert not with me, — ^love ! 

B 
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But when thon earnest, how bright the hotir. 

How Eden-lite the scene, 
Aa of thine ejes I felt the power. 

And viewed thy angel mien ! 
The fragrant breeze more soothing seemed. 

My joyful heart more free, — 
"What blissful visions o'er me gleamed. 

For thon wert then with me, — ^love I 
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**PBOM OBAVB TO GAY. 
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CATCH ME, IF YOU CAN! 

** World, ihy slippery turns ! " — Shakbbpeabe. 

As through this world of care I toil, 

If e'er, perchance, in search I stray 
Of some redeeming joy, awhile 

To cheer me on my devious way, 
Full soon the promised pleasure flies, 

And o'er each ruined plan, 
Methinks, a voice, in air that dies — 

Says, " Catch me^ if you can ! " 



Suocess in aught, amid the strife. 

In vain I struggle to domand ; 
The Evil Gonius of my life 

Still seems to get the upper haad. 
The wiae ones say I must proceed 

Some better mode to scan ; 
But as to tell me how, oi aid — 

Oh ! Catch them, if you can I 

Once Fortune hailed me from afar. 

And I, her favoors to obtmn, 
Embarked beneath her changeful star. 

And dared the aU-deceitful main. 
But as my bark the haven neared, 

Lo ! on the rocks it ranj 
Methon^t her very laugh I heard, 

With — " Oatch me, if you can / " 

To Friendship next (who in my train 
Had followed, while my prospect shone 

With hopes of sharing fancied gain,) 
I called, but Friendship tcio had flown. 
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Amid the ills that round me grew, 

The parting murmurs ran — 
^ I mourn thy fete — ^but more to do, 

Ah, Catch wi^, if you can I " 

As pondering o'er my doom I lay, 

Young Oii^pid chanced to flutter by, 
He turned, — -his course he deigned to^tay, 

And then drew near with curious eye : 
But quickly, at such piteous sight, 

Away the urchin ran 3 
Giying, amid his selfish flight^-^ 

" You I^-^^atch me, if ymi can I " 

'Mid prospects shrouded in despair, 

Where Jingers now no kindly beam, 
I sink, — ^when lo ! a spirit jGair 

Steals o'er my soul-pervading dream. 
'Tis lovely Hope, jplumed on her way 

To spheres unknown to man, 
In vain I urge, implore her stay — 

Oh, " Catch me, if you canT^ 
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Bereft of every trust below, 

To Death my suit I then adilreaBed, 
Eat Death, rebukefol, grim and alow, 

Thna answered to my lotii request, — 
"Mistake not Sorrow's chastening boon, 

I^fila but a narrow span, 
FaiUmg to come — at hett too scxm^- 

Nay, Catch me, if you can I " 

And thoB, as thiongli the world 1 steer, 

Wliate'er the change, wheie'eT I go, 
Pate Beema upon my wandering ear 

The some wild burden still to throw. 
Here think'st thou Happiness will e'er 

Be thine 1 feUow man ! 
Ifonght of her song thou'lt ever hear, 

But " Catch me, ifyow can !" 



HURRAH FOR THE DIGGINGS. 249 



HUEEAH FOR THE DIGGINGS ! 



THE SONG OF THE AUSTRALIAN GOLD-SEEEER. 



AwAT, — ^yo-ho ! — ^To the Diggings we go, 
To the land where the golden streamlets flow ! 
Into the venture our hearts we throw, 
So here let ns join in a brave Hurrah ! 

Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 
From mom tiU night, unflinching there, 
The hopeful toil we'U freely dare ; 
And if no luck at flrst it bring, 
We'U still our hopefol burden sing : 

And deeper below, as digging we'll go. 

Through the land where the golden treasures glow ; 

Into the work our hearts we throw ; 

So here's for the Diggings a brave hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 



Oa iidr reward our eprnts bent, 

To labour well are well content ; 

" Faint heart," they say, " n^er won the day. 

In amorous game, or martial fray : 

So on with your digging and delving go, 
HirougL the laud where the golden harreetB grow ; 
Into the veuture your bold hearts throw. 
And give for the Diggings a brave huirali ! 
Hmrah ibr the Diggings I Surtah, honah ! 



Cheer up, my boys ! for though hard it may be. 

To atru^le long ere the gain we see ; 

Keward will at last prove doubly sweet, 

When our gladdened eyes the needfid meet 
Then above and below we'll Eearcbing go, 
Through the land where the golden flowerets blow ; 
Into the venture our hearts we throw. 
And give for the Diggings a brave hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 



^ 
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IV. 

And oft, wbUe iixm afer we iroam, 
We'U thmk of a fiituie <* Welcome JSome J " 
And the joy of^gxeeting oxir native strand 
With a shont on thjs tongue, and w^th in hand. 

Then mnghey and ho ! to the Diggings ire go, 

To the land wheie the golden streamLets flow ; 

Into the vcatnre our hearts we throw, 

So let us all join in a brave hurraLI 
Hwrah for the Diggings ! Huxrah, hurrah ! 



V. 

Then think of onr own Jtmt^ to all 
To our grand xeceptio];i 2^t or £aU/ 
Though lamed or winged, or with many a scar,^^ 
What matters .1—'Tis only " The FoTtum of War." 
Then away,-r-yo-rho I— To the Diggings we go. 
To the land where the golden treasures glow ; 
Into the ,work our bold hearts we throw, 
So here's for the Diggings a brave hurrah ! 
Huxrah for the Diggmgs ! Huixab, hurrah ! 



What life renewed will roimd us spring, 

What circling emiles their brightness fling, 

What credit shall wo not have given 

For all the virtues under Heaven ! 
Then oif to your digging mid delving go, 
To the laud where the golden harvests grow ; 
Into the venture our hearts wc throw j 
So again let us join in a brave hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah I 



Though on a weary tramp we set, 
We all may " ride the high hor$e t/el ; " 
There 'a pay in store ; and eoin we know, 
Ib the spur that " makes the mare to go." 

So above and below we 'U seeking go. 

Through the land where the golden flowerets blow ; 

Into the work our stout hearts we throw. 

And give for the Diggings a brave hurrah ! 
Hnrrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 
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vin. 
And why should we moum, if our lot be *' that hcmm 
From which ru) travellers ^er return % '* 
Dragging at home through a life unblest, 
'Twere far better elsewhere to be laid to rest 

Then sing hey and ho ! to the Diggings we go, 

To the land where the golden streamlets flow ; 

Into the venture our hearts we throw ; 

So let us again join in a brave h^irrah ! 
Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 



IX. 

Yes — ^let us look to sunshine yet, 
We 've not much to lose, and have all to get ; 
While we've health and strength, our best we'll essay, 
And stand by each other, "come what, come mayr 

Then away, — ^yo-ho . — ^To the diggings we go. 

To the land where the rivers of Promise flow ; 

Into the work our hearts we throw ; 

So here 's for the Diggings a brave hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the Diggings ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 
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WHAT PEOPLE WILL SAY ! 

Dbar me, Mr. SmiW / How d'ye do * 

I thought yon were now on the Rhine; 
But the romour, however it grew, 

Is, believB me, no fancy of mine : 
Count Sumaki, who heard you were gone. 

With hints of a Bride, by the way. 
Felt assured you were ihm at CoJoi/fre ; 

Only thini now, what people will say ! 



But Mie» Fudge, whom you very well know 

And met at the Robinsons' rout. 
Said ahe noticed you bowed very low 

When the fair rrm came in and went out ; 
It was there they suppose yon were struck. 

When they asked her to sing and to play ; 
For you gave her, I'm told, such a look — 

Ah ! 'tis just like what people will say ! 
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Let me see— these was some one, too, said*^ 

(I do think 'twas that skinny Mies Price)^ 
That yon took the yonng lady and led 

Her down staiis, where yon gave her an ice. 
Yon were watched when she let fell her glove, 

Yon restored it^ and old Mr8.0rey 
Mnmbled ont, " That looks very like love/*^ 

Bnt one can't help what people will say. 

Says I, " Looks go for nothing,^* " Not so,* 

EepHed the mischievons old thing, 
" lAke everthing else^ dear, they go 

For, of course, just as mueh as they bring ; 
If yoiHd seen, when he offered her loine. 

How she managed his glanoe to repay f 
I'm glad she^s no daughter of mine f " 

'Tis qnite fufmy what people will say ! 

But now to retnm to my theme, [Brown, 

When Miss Whafs-her-name waltzed with young 

What was that, (or, now, was it a dream ?) 
About how you sat pensively down. 



S6 OAimB. 

And though she'd said waltzing was o'e^ 
Wheu agftin she waa aaltBd by Dc Bray, 

Tet she went cm with ^ou as before ; 
Well, I never — what people will say ! 

But I'd better, perhaps, hold my tongue ; 

What she connta on, I'll not even hint. 
Yet I must say it's dreadiully wrong 

To smuggle such things into pnnt ; 
Aa to Paragraph-writers, they'll throw 

Any stuff in the papers for pay ; 
Ton my life, now there's none of us know 

What such dangerous people will say ! 

But of one thing, at least, we are sure. 

That the trash was a positive spell ; 
Whoe'er may have put out the luie. 

Perhaps the Mamma can best tell. 
Kow my Fanny of that has no doubt — 

She'll be so shocked — as she very well may— 
WTien we see how they hunt you about, 

We can't wonder at what people say. 
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And so there's no truth, kfter all. 

In the tale that has gone to and fro ! 
Well, I'm glad you are out of their thrall ; 

Of course, you'll now let them all go 1 
As to Fanny, my daughter, sweet child ! 

I expect she'll be with us to-day. 
You were told she was flighty and wild — 

Oh, good gracious ! What people will say 1 

Dear girl ! she is all heart and mind. 

She looks for the virtues alone ; 
And the judgment of one so refined 

You may judge to be just like my own. 
That new carriage of yours — (Oh, mon Dieu !) 

Is indeed quite a perfect display ; 
But your taste, yet, I needn't tell you. 

On that matter what people will say. 

Since I now, then, my dear Mr. Smith, 
Can tell Fanny you're actually free, 

And we talk of a party forthwith. 
You must keep this day three loeehs for me. 
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Something better than when we last Diet 
At the Jones's SlarvaHon-Soir^ 

But we really must cut all that set. 
Or come in for what people will say. 

Oue word, " moii ami," of advice, — 

Aa to Fanny — who 'a alwaya so pressed 
By eng^emeats — that you will be nice, 

To a point, in whate'et jon request ; 
For that angel of mine, by the bye, 

If any mittahe should betray 
Her feelings for yoii, she would die, — 

She 90 shrinks at what people would Sity. 



Eh ! what do I hear ) you can't come ? 

You are booted, you're bespoken elaewbere ^ 
Mr. Sm,ith I 1 am nearly struck dumb ! 

Pray, Sir, what is the meaning — oh dear ! 
Why, we're all here at sixes iinil sevens ! 

And you really are going away ? 
He's ijoiii: '. oil, what is there — (Good Heavens !) 



Tliat w 
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TEN THOUSAND A YEAE ; OR, GOLDEN 

DREAMS. 

Talk not to me of moral worth, 

Or of deportment " comme il faut^'* 
Of honours fairly earned, of birth, 

And name alike without a flaw ; 
The young man's 'very well in his way, 

But Mamma^ — ^he would surely appear 
With a much better grace, could you say 

He had also Ten Thousand a Tear, 



With hut Five hundred for my share, — 

(Poor Fa couldn't well afford me more. 
After that broken Bank affair), 

We must another leaf turn o'er. 
Oh, dear, what a terrible bore ! 

But for that, our position, 'tis clear, 
Had been such as, by this time, I'm sure. 

Might have won me Teii Thousand a Year, 
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Nor yonth, nor figure / select, 

Unless to back them comeB the gold. 
No reverend senior now rejectj — 

The better if a century old ; 
That ie if a carriage he own, 

In Sdgravia would settle his dear. 
And juat give her — the matter to crown. 

The needful Ten Thousand a Year. 

Oh, dear Manuna ! Tlien how ue'ii roam 

The season through, from ball to rout. 
From play to opera, — he, at home, 

NursLng the while his cough and goat ! 
And wlion all the bustle is done. 

And my languors awaken his fear. 
He must send us to Coices or Boulogne, 

To show off our Ten Thomavd a Year. 

And should our lioiiseliold's fates impress 
With " <i(trknesg v/'iihl'' " my brow, 

TU learn to govern my distresti, 

And though bereaved, nil meekly boir : 
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Good Counsel for me never needs, 
In truth, to rebuke the vain teax ; — 

One looks, too, so pretty in weeds. 

When the figure's " Ten Thousand a Year,^^ 

Oh ! then^ how Fd annoy and tease 

The Baronet and Count de Splash, 
Now Fve found out their pedigrees. 

And how they came by all their cash — 
For neither thought fit to propose, 

(Though both were incessantly here, 
Either dining, or dancing), — because 

I hadn't Ten Thousand a Year. 



How we contrived I hardly know. 

Whene'er they came with Lady Kram, 
But somehow yet we made a show : — 

True, the Champagne was only sh>am ; 
While we all took good care to proclaim 

That the ices were Gunter's— oh dear ! 
How cleverly sometimes a name 

Stands instead of Ten Thousand a Year ! 



Not ill together bolfi would suit ; 

But for the choice — I answer still. 
All very well ia good repute. 

But it won't discharge the modiett^g bill. 
So, Mamma, I return to my theme 

Let who wiU at the preference joer, 
'TJB 60 pleaaant, though bnt in a dream. 

To think you've Ten Thcnimnd a Tear ! 



TO A FRIEND WHO HAD SUFFEREI) TIHDER 

THE INFLUENCE OF A COQUETTE. 

FoROET her, my friend ! thy soul should not grieve 
For a heart that ia false, a breast insincere ; 

For she who would smile alone to deceive, 
Is deserving of scorn, and unworthy a tear. 

Then banish for ever away from thy breast. 

Each thought that would cherish the memory of one 

Whose eyes may he bright, but whose love is a jest. 
And whose presence the lovers of candour should shun. 
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Each pang of thy bosom 's a secret joy, 

And a triumpli to her, though dreadful to thee, 

Then quickly her bright fancied laurels destroy, 
And show that thine heart from her thraldom is free. 

There are others as fair, who will know how to prize 
The talents thou hast, and the heart thou canst give ; 

Then laugh at her cunning, and seek in their eyes. 
For the smiles that thy sorrowing soul shall retrieve. 



LINES TO AN" ENGLISH LADY, 

WHO, NOT HAVING YET ENJOYED THE ADVANTAGE OP 
TRAVEL, HAS THE MISFORTUNE OF ENTERTAINING A 
STRONG PREJUDICE AGAINST FOREIGNERS IN GENERAL 

• 

" Some beiags, wheresoever they go, 

Fiad nought to please — or to exalt ; 
Their oonstant study but to show 
Perpetual modes of finding fault" 

Is it because, far from his native home, 
Observant man is found awhile to roam, 
He must be trustless deemed, imsafe in aught, 
Passed by as one not worth a gracious thought^ 
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Deem you that flowers &om their far distant clime 

Transplanted here, lose all by change or time. 

The hues, the sweets that they erewhile possessed 

When only by their own bright skies caressed ? 

Can the exotic^ then, no charm impart. 

To please the eye, to touch the thoughtful heart ? 

Can nought the mark of approbation draw 1 

Is all unprized for some o'er-rated flaw 1 

Oh ! though too surely, as with flowers we find 

The imperfection shared by all mankind. 

Yes, let us own, throughout all Nature's reign. 

Prevailing worth is not sought for in vain. 



Lady, — ^This comes not penned in poor conceit 

Of Rftlf-TPCTflTrl. r.ontpmf. if.sp.lf to chf^sii z 
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Justice for all, who look but such to meet, 

All who, like him, these shores with honour greet. 

Their wealth, their glories, and their Monarch fair — 

(For all, like flowerets, must accord some share 

Of just and natural tribute), but if still 

Unfavouring thoughts the weightier scale must fill, 

And this o'erclouding dream you still beheve : 

" The Stranger's aim is only to deceive.'* 

I will but say, in counsel kindly given, — 

That other, fairer view — (I' the name of Heaven ) 

May to your gentle vision be unfurled, — 

" Quit your Boudoir, for once, — and go — and see the 

World r 



ADDEESS TO A CELEBRATED TOAST. 



Whbn in my Boyhood-time, first I heard 

Thy now familiar name. 
How in my heart I etored that word. 

Borne on the breath of Fame ! 
For Thee, in what dietreas I pined, 

Hopeleas, amid my ai^i% 
By wishea crossed, by fate unkind. 

To make mine own tlie prize 



'■ Haw xaft and delicate ! " they 

"Who seemed the best to know : 
And then — what eager betiux tteeuyed 

To hand thee to and fro ! 
A sweefli/ — nice — way, indting guest 

At Tm-tivie's cAarrtiihg how I 
Ah mo, how sank that heart oppiest 

Etneath. thy mystic power I 
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Humble Twwe^er thy pristine state 

(I quote a man of Taste,) 
Still, on thy entrance, near the grate, 

TJhrice welcome, wert thou placed; 
From Palace proud to lonely cot 

If aught ou/r fire-side boast. 
Thine was, of all, the favourites lot, 

Tlie never-tiring Toast I 

I've sought, I've won thee to my home ; 

And, with elation true, 
!N'ow see thee to my table come 

At mom and evening too ; 
And of my life ere yet the sun 

Shall go to darkness down, 

ril love thee still, — ^my " Sally Lunn, '* 

And most — ^when thou'rt "done broum.*^ 



GAITIES. ^^^^^^^^^^H 

THE OEGAN-GEINDEE'S DOLEFUL LAMENT. 

I Pitt the poor Oigan-Grinder, J 

Whoae " occupation's yom," ^^^^^M 

And who now in some lonely corneT ^^^^^H 

Must grind his griefs aloae. ^^^^^1 

For if, perchance, 1' the street ^^^^^^^ 

He should his rwtea renew, ^^^^^^^^^^M 

There no small dtange he'll meet, ^^^^^^^^^^^| 



And who now in some lonely corner 
Must grind hia griefe alone. 

Tliey say that two of a trade 

But seldom or never agree ; 
And Bass his fortune lias made 

With his harrels of beer, " Pardie ! " 
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Now he starts his organ of speech, 

For bringing up all he can 
Of the barrels within his reach 
Of the sing-song organ man. 

Pity the poor Organ-Grinder, 
Whose occupation's gone, 
And who now in some lonely comer 
Must grind his griefs alone. 

But on Gladstone still Pll build 
Some hopes in this dire affair, 
That the cloud he yet may gild 

Which threatens this dark despair ; 
That he — ^that wise head in the State — 

Will manfully ** come to the fore" 
Some saving diversion create, 
And our old piping times restore. 
Pity the poor Organ-Grinder, 

Whose occupation's gone, 
And who in some lonely comer 
Must grind his griefs alone. 



8o let Babbage and Bass and the rest 

Be content with their cynic renovm, 
KoT eeek the pooi banda to molest, 

Black 01 wliite, near or far, of the 
For wo "noothe (fee savage's breast," 
All, except, methiuks, their own ; 
We lull the ■' wee babbiejt " to rest, 
And set dancing tlie othata upgrown. 
Pity the poor Organ-Grinder, 
Whoae occupation's gone. 
And who now in some lonely 
Must grind his griefs alone. 
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Stand up for ns, Gladdnne, — ^' All's right! " 

And protecting your minstrels, go on. 
Put all their opposers to flight 

Who for bread would fain give us a stone ; 
Then to organise we'll all unite, 

For the ovation so justly your due, 
And wlien Parliament meets every night 

To and fro bo an es<'ort for ym ! 
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Pity the poor Organ-Grinder, 

Whose occupation's gone. 
And who now in some lonely comer 

Must grind his griefs alone. 



PM LEFT A LEGACY. 

" Oh dear ! What is the stir about, " 

"What can the matter be T* 
For now, whenever I am out, 

All smile and bow to me. 
There's Lady Vain, who with disdain, 

Was prone to mention me. 
Now nods and grins, — Ah ! yes 'tis plain 

I'm left a Legacy ! 

Eich Mrs, Br&ion, who used to frown 
Whene'er her Daughter fair 

I asked to dance, or led her down 
Merely to breathe fresh air. 
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Now siy}is ftiul whbute, and says " Do c 
" Our new alrode to see, — 

■' To yoit we'll always be at home ; " 
Thanks to — mj Legacy ! 
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There's Widma Oray, who would say " Nay 

Whene'er I did propose. 
Now, ghost-lite, haunts me night and day. 

And is " tout autre chose ? " 
She TOWS liet " No " wan but in jest, 

And of her Suitors three 
Tliat in har heart I'am first and best, 

And, — so's my Lcsacy. 



ly 
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Old Misi Contrair", who ne'er could bear- 

To hear me sing or play, 
Declarea to all, and everywhere. 

My voice would charm a Fay ,- 
That though, erewhilc, she thought me not 

All thai I ought to hs, 
A man's name must be frye from blot 

"Wlin'M l(.'l't ;\ I.cf;n('y. 
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Count Bounshy too, — without a "«ou," — 

Who ne'er to me would speak, 
Accosting me, said " How d'ye do?** 

(And tapped me on the cheek.) 
" *Ti8 long since you and I have met : 

** Now, say you'll dine with me?** 
How wonderous kind !— but I foiget 

I'm left a Legacy. 

Xay, Bankers, Lawyers, Brokers too. 

In hope to gain a share. 
The seeming prey alike pursue, 

And spread the cunning snare. 
But to West'Enders and to cits, 

This fact may whispered be ; 
That I've not yet quite lost my wits, 

Though gained a Legacy. 

Then, there are " loans, ** by Malice led, 

Who at my windfall sneer, 
And throw even blame upon the dead 

For favouring one " so queer ! " 
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My deeds, — however void of flaws, — 
Through darkened glaes llwy see, — 

And wherefore, pray, — foreooUi, because 
I'm leit ; 



But yon, good folks, these rtymea who read. 

My coiuifiel pray retain ; 
Ne'er let the frowning Cynic-breed 

Diaturh or give you pain ; 
For whereaoe'er may Fortune smile. 

We're En^y buib to see, 
Which even a Saint would tax with gmle 

If — left a Legacy. 



Now, ye wlio ne'er nnfairty thought 

Of me though counted poor. 
Tried friends who still their kindness brought, 

Nor dreamt of future atwe, 
Come, where a blessing has been given 

And wisely merry be ; 
Wishing that all may go to Hiriveit 

Who leave such Legacy. 
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OH, 'TIS GOLD ! 

Oh ! 'tis gold, 'tis gold, 'tis gold ! 

That makes the world go round, 
Every day, beneath its sway, 

Fools, old and young, abound. 

What fires the youthful spendthrift's brain 

What is it makes the gov^iwr scold ? 
And, in its turn, is sometimes fain 

To even trajp the wise and old ? 
While some, with double share, 

Find their little wits o'erthrown, — 
A load too much to bear : 

And mine — ^beside their own. 
Oh ! 'tis gold, &c. 

m 

The lure alike from high to low, 
From very great to very small, 

Dan Cupid with it gilds his bow. 
Or 'faith he'd rarely hit at all. 



Uy Plvtug while I aee 

TliuB the sishtlesa Urchin led. 
What chance remams for me 

Iliat ever I shall wed 1 

Oh ! tis gold, ifec. 



Of distant lands, while tales are told 

Of " roaring gmne» " by Diggera won. 
How shortly there ■with Bpadea of gold, 

They'll turn up Diamonds by the ton. 
What chance for me who own. 

In such lotteiy C'lubg no part. 
Who hei-e can boaat but one 

Poor trump, — and that — a. Heart f 
01) ! 'tis golil, &c. 



Ye needy swains ! why sliuulil ye pino 
Though youthful _pr>re6- seem but few, 

While yet antiques — both rich and fine. 
Await your Hearcb,— and ask it too 1 
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The ancient bust, if graced 

With glittering gems — ^Pray who 
Will question then your taste 1 

Eh ? — " Chacun a son goUt. " 

Oh ! 'tis gold, &c 

Tastes may differ, — ^but where'er 

Grold in others' paths may shine, 
/ have really little fear 

That 'twill e'er endanger mine : 
So, — ^feom all its bitrthens free, 

m lightly trudge along ; 
'Twill give no one to me 

Save — the burthen of my song 

Oh ! 'tis gold, 'tis gold, 'tis gold ! 

That makes the world go round. 
Every day, beneath its sway, 
Fools, old and young, abound. 
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TO A MAIDEN I,AI>Y, 



■HCi BEqUEBTED ME TO WHITE HOME LINES ON HER 
FELINE COMPANION. 

You request me, fair Lady, to write 
On your Tabby, — but wliat can 1 say, 
Save that patting it gently one day, 

I leceivetl a most treaclietous bite — 

And a scratch, — When it then jumped away. 

Fit eiublcni of the human tribe ! 

Thus will some oven turn on our play. 
And without either thought or delay. 

To it all kinds of mischiofa ascribe. 
Still further— (excuse me) I may 

Your pet to those ingrates compare 

(And truly the breed is not rate,) 

Who spoilt by your favours have grown. 
And foi^tful of all you've bestowu, 



'tis sooner said than done. 279 

Open warfare against you prepare. 

With that sharpest of weapons, the tongue, 
They themselves the poor victims declare, 

Cry aloud o'er some make-belief wrong, 
Try a kick — and then each Cat-like, away 

They travel elsewhere, 

Some new friendship to shar^ 
^nd with just the same grace to repay. 



*TIS SOONER SAID THAN DONE. 

*• Try Hymm, " — ^whispered once a voice, 

As o'er my loneliness I mused ; 
** For since I made his sway my choice," 

(Although by some so well abused), 
*' Sweeter I find Life's pleasures taste, 

" And every sorrow further flown, — 

" Marry, — nor thus thy season waste," 

Thought I — " Tha^s sooner said than doris.** 



For, ttough troai year to year IVe tried 

The " Partner" of my dreams to gain. 
The boon, as oft, has been denied. 

And I've been laughed at for my pain ; 
And BO,— though left, as 'twere, to pine 

'Mid scattered hopes all nearly gone. 
To try again I yet incline — 

Mcthinks, " 'Tie sooner mid than done.' 



And yet I'm told — witli swh. fines. 

As mine, and such a martiat aii, 
With such a gait, and taate in drcE 

With such a mind both rich and rare ; 
With such Bweot songs and such sweet art. 

And accents that may yield to none, 
I ought to -win each fair one's heart — 

Thinks I—" That's sooner saki than done." 



J 



They say, I've but myself to blame ; 

My Courtship's all too buehfid far, — 
And cold, perhaps, my passion's Hame, 

Though of ray sex " the brightest star," 
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Whose rays should pierce the maze of love, 
Howe'er by threatful shades o'eigrown, 

And every fancied ill remove ;— 
Ah ! yes, — " That a sooner said than doneJ^ 

They hint, that with the " Sweet Sixteen *' 

My tale should ever flattering be ; 
That with tJie Widow, staid and keen, 

Whose glance at once so much can see. 
My suit should quicken, to be sure,-^ 

(" Delays are dangerous, " that's well known,) 
Be prompt, and thus the prize secure,-^ 

My friendsj-^" Thafs sooner said than done " 

Again that should my taste inclina 

Towards a riper, wiser age, 
(They say that rarely such decline,) 

" Advance and boldly throw the gage /" 
But when on wrinkled brow I gaze, 

I find my rash resolves all flown, — 
And must I then thus end my days ? 

Thank yon ! — " Thai's sooner said titan done.'* 



With courage now, — once more I tried 

Floweret and Widow, sage old Moid, — 
But howaoe'er they vied and sighed, 

Thn task was fitill in vain essayed : 
" Tour lieart, Sir." — Ah I But wliere'a your gold ? 

Orae cannot live on lova alarm : 
Fiwl bat tlte ca^h, — Fll ne'er groto cold. 

Quoth I—" TftaCs sooner said t/ian doTte." 

So, all ye swains who crave to woo, 
P Kave not the attempt with empty purse, 

For — (take a friRnd's advice for true,) 
Twoiild only make your case the worse : 

Dream not your Fair-ones now a thought 
Will give to love and truth alone, 

H^or in ungilded neia he caught ; 

For, I'uitli, '"2'w Soulier said than dnno." 
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ALL SMOKE. 



(stanzas suggested by the controversy on tobacco.) 



*' Sublime Tobacco ! which £rom East to West 
Cheers the tar's labour or the Turkman's rest ; 
Magnificent in Stamboul, but less grand 
Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand." 

Btbon. 



Ye faithful Knights of '' The fragrant Weed;* 

Grant your grace to a comrade true, 
Who would raise a few rhymes firom its princely seed. 

Though they turn out neither witty nor new. 
The AU-too-nice, and the prude may rail, 

And aim at our harmless cloud a poke. 
But rU prove that the very best of the frail 

Ofb come out, themselves, with a pretty strong smoke. 
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Pray look at the Sponge who, while quaffing your win* 

And losmg Jus brains, if he'a any to lose, 
CaUa you a " Lncullus," your fare " most divine ! " 

And his own game and yours alike pursues ; 
Who Bays that with yon he would plainly dine 

Rather than feed with His Grace of Stoke ; 
lie hglita your best Turkish — and gives — in fine — 

What is it he gives you, in turn— but smoke * | 

The Friend, whose promise you have to keep J 

Your secret locked, bo trustfully told, ^^^^H 

Yet unto liia clique, in his wisdom deep, ^^^^H 

Proceeds, at once, the whole tale to unfold. 
The Sharping swell, who borrows your cash. 

Perhaps your shirt, nmhrella, or cloak, 
To return " To-incrrrmo " — beware the trash ! 

Their promises all, — they are nothing but amoke. 

The Laivyer, who tells you what steps ha gains 
In the suit he knows he already has lost ; 

The Trader, who takes such wondrous pains 
To sell you everything " under prime cost ; " 
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The Quack who first by hundreds deals 

His " lAfe Pills " — ^which give you a life-long croak, 
And then a long bill to your heirs reveals^ 

Are but wholesale mongers of very bad smoke. 

The Man o' the Staie, resolved to retain, — 

" Co7ne what, come may,^ — of power his share, 
Who tells the many who dare complain, 

That there's ^^ something looming "—(the Lord knows 
where ! ) 
The Tyrant who swears by the holiest vows, 

Who then — just as lightly proclaims a revoke, 
And himself " God's Elect** (the blasphemer !) avows, — 

Alas ! what are they but outpourers of smoke % 



The spruce Militaire, who boasts that he fights 

All heedless of fame, thro' his '' Carpet Knight " wars, 

Contented to battle for other men's rights, — 

His reward but the chances of glory and scars, — 
The Priest who to whitewash your conscience pretends, 

Who lists to your sins — (what a capital joke ! ) 

And then absolution so piously vend^ — 

Both provide the world's fools with plenty of smoke. 
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Thnt is, — my pipe's out ;— -but yet something it leaves, 

For a text to retain, and a moral evoke ; 
Its pufBagB, alike with the world's " makis helievef" 



All end hut in darkness, in ashes, and Suokb. 




®ttmaml ^ttnts. 



®ttmanKl ^txBtn. 



To A LADY, 

WHO ASKED ME WHAT KIND OP MORNING I HAD HAD, 
RETURNING LATE, OR RATHER EARLY, PROM A BALL, 
WHERE WE HAD MET. 

Fair as Creation's first all-glorious Mom, 
When roses knew not yet they bore a thorn, 
But clad in innocence, unscathed and bright, 
Were smiled upon by the new monarch-Hght ; 
Such was the Dawn, — when to the festive Scene 
I had sighed ** adieu ^^ where thou hadst seemed a 
Queen. 



I 
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Aurora bade the gloomy night depart 
With glowing tints — beyond al! trace of Art, 
And abed her gold around o'er bower and tree, 
Wliero sang the cheerful birds their amorous glee ; 
In enow-like plume, as waking from her dream 
Proudly the Swan came floating down the Stream, 
While rose the lark by Zephyr's light up-borne. 
On ving delighted, at the call of morn. 
With offered lays of gratitude and love 
To join the praises of the Choir aboTe, 

No human sound came rudely to intrude 

On that sweet hour — that liuly scililuiio. 

Lady !— As then I paced the flowery sod. 

My Spirit seemed to commune with its God, 

All from it else seemed passed for ever by — 

All told of Heaven — Save that tknu wert not nigh. 
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MY PEETTY ROSE. 

STANZAS SUGGESTED ON FINDING A CRUSHED ROSE-BUD, 
WHICH, A FEW MOMENTS PREVIOUSLY, A GENTLE- 
MAN HAD PRESENTED, IN ALL ITS PRISTINE FRESH- 
NESS, TO A LADY FRIEND. 



** How short, sweet flower, have all thy beauties been I 
An hour they bloomed, and now no more are seen J " 



Frail tMng of Life ! my fairest rose, thou'st surely 

been abused, 
Thy tender stalk all broken, thy fibres sadly bruised ; 
I chose thee as an offering for Friendship's hallowed 

shrine, 
]^or fain had dreamt 'twas but a shade that seemed a 

form divine ! 
True friendship would have saved thee, and thy tender 

leaflets borne 
From the secret crush of Envy — all lovely, though 

forlorn ! 
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llftdet thoii tlie offapring been of Art, instead of 

Nature's own, 
A dptuvr prize, in truth, wert thou, anil kinder caw 

hadet known. 

My pretty Eoae ! 

Alas 1 poor fallen child of Fate, wth grief thy loss I 

Thy blush faat fades, whUat otbera amile, yet loved I 

none like thee ! 
'Twas sweet to eee thy gentle huad bowed down witK 

modest grace, 
i-fv thine the bloom of iiuiocence that Art can ne'er 

itjiIiLce. 
Upon my breast I'll wear thee, all fading as thou art 
O'er it to he a taUsman to guard its weaker part ; 
Tot the Bjiell that hnth entwined it, like tliy stem ia 

rent in twain, 
And like thy hKiiiLies \iiiiished, ne'er more to b« again 
Jly pretty Hose ! 
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GOLD AND FRIENDSHIP. 



'*' Tell me of old times, and of old Mends 



That have not changed with summer's breath, or turned 
Aside in the rough tempest of my fortune ; 
And I will give them place and welcome here — 
The fond remembrance of a grateful heart." 

TiMON OF Athens. 

Ah ! once, 'neath Fortune's false caress, 

How, basking in the roseate ray, 
Would " troops of friends " around me press, 

And cheer my board with flattering lay ! 
When, on a day, a whisper came, 

Unwelcomed, but — this truth it told : 
" If thou wouldst guard light Friendship's flame, 

'Twere wise to keep good store of Gold." 

Though for them all my best I've done ; 

When luck and cash had passed away. 
Of all the throng, but only one — 

My Dog — was with me found to stay. 



oil ! ye, whose lot may be the same 

As mine ; how often are ye told 

That " to maintain light Friendship's flam.^ 

'Twere aviso to keep good store of Gold." 

Whou forth 1 rode — all, through thL' town, 

Bowed, with thoir smiJee of borrowed pndej 
But now T walk, tu)'ae!f howed down, 

Mark how they |)a3S, aad how deride ! 
Although I koiow no deed of itharoe. 

Oh ! Maiy I eran thy ^anosa oold 
Seem now to say, that " Love's bright fiame 

Asks but, to feed it, Btom of Gold," 

Of Wealtli and Poiver, ye braggarts proud, 

Ah I tliink, as 'mid your halli^ of state. 
Ye seo the favour-seeking crowd 

Besiege each wide and narrow Rite, 
And hear ton <if your Heeling namo 

Tliii viiiji, the vuunwd-Kii wonders told. 
How Frieudsliip's eold, delusive iiuiue 

Uut brightens at the shiiiie of Gold! 
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THE PHILOSOPHEK; OE, 'TWEEE WTSEE 

TO FOEGET. 

"Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie." — Shakssfeabe. 

No tears I'll shed, TU sigh no more ; 

The foimtaiiis of my heart are dry— 
The soul o'erschooled in sorroVs lore, 

Disdains to heave the sigh, 
Since nought avails, when worldly strife 

Overtakes ns, much to fret ; 
The hy-gone storms and ills of life 

'Twere wiser to forget. 



The recollection of the past, 
The joys of boyhood's hour, 

At times may charm us — ^hold us fast, 
Yet bitter is their power ! 



Since, too, of youth the golJen beam 

Has now for ever set. 
And all its pTomise proved a dream — 

'Twere wiser to forget. 

In life's gay noon Love whispered m© 
Ita aoul-aHniing stTEun, 

And Hope — sweet Hope ! — came cheerily 

With Foriime in its train, 
But soon 1 found that Fortune, Loye, . 

And Hope had only met, 
This after-truth to teach and prove — 

'Twere wiser to foiget. 

And said I not that Friendship's balm 

Could soothe Love's every smart. 
Bid Hope's fair star diffuse its calm. 

And every care depart T 
Hut Fricndnh ij> horrowed 2>ence and pound. 

And Love made way for Delt : 
A'w/i soothing to my cost I found 

'Twere wiser to forget. 
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Then Law^ in sense of right so bold, 

Said " Friendship must repay," — 
But words and deeda alike but told 

Of Memory's sad decay — 
Law to its aid its magic brought, 

And did " the ducats '* get, 
But to refund them Law too thought 

'Twere wiser to forget. 

Yet, though Love, Friendshipy Fortune, Law, 

And Hope, in league conspire 
life's dream-built fabric to o'erthrow, 

Still has it some desire ; 
Yes, there is one — ^who, as a guide, 

May yield true pleasure yet, 
One whom — though worldlings may deride — 

'Twere wise not to forget. 

Now that some little wisdom's mine. 

And Prudence, long at rest, 
Awakes to find a fitting shrine 

In the experienced breast. 
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Philosophy, with healing love, 
Shall chase each vain regret^ 
And breathe sweet lessons horn above — 
" Forgive and all forget ! " 



SUGGESTED BY FINDING A DEAD BUTTER- 
FLY ON THE SUMMIT OF MONT BLANC. 

O Creature frail ! called by the ordaining powers, 
For some wise end, to bear thy part in life — 

Why didst thou flee the valley and its flowers^ 
To dare a course of elemental strife % 



" Twas not that thou couldst aim to proudly scan " 
Those wonderous heights, all-dreary, yet sublime. 

To share the deeds of aU-enquiring man, 

By Fame inscribed on the bright roUs of Time % 
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Nor was it that, all weary of thy home, 

The fragrant bowers wherein thou hadst thy birth, 

For gayer change thou 'didst so strangely roam, 
Disdainful scorning the low bounds of Earth ? 



Was it that 'midst some swift and mighty etorm 
Whose terrors here appal the sternest soul. 

And even Nature's self awhile deform — 

Thou wert upborne beyond thy weak control ? 



Oh, no, not so ! methinks some kindred band 
Was chasing thee in the fair hour of spring. 

When all to pleasure waken through the land, 
And such as thou unfold the vivid wing. 



Or haply driven by some pursuing child, 
No shelter nigh, thy fragile form to save. 

Thou soardst affrighted to these regions wild, 
And met fall soon, alas ! thy snowy grave. 
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Thus timid hearts, when lightly moved by fate, 
Unwisely fly to scenes they little know, 

Misdeeming there to find a happier state. 

And doomed, like thee, to meet but final woe. 



TO MY WIFE, 

WHO EXPRESSED HER REGRET AT NOT HAVING AS IS 

HER WONT — ^PRESENTED MB WITH A LITTLE KEEP- 
SAKE ON CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

A Gift to me ! — What other couldst thou give 
Than those from thee, Dearest, I have received. 

Those which, through Life, bid me rejoice and live ; 
Thy love, thy faith, — which yet have ne'er deceived. 

Nay, nought of gold or gems can e'er compare 

With those best gifts which shine within thy soul ; 

Thy ceaseless kindness, and thine every care 
Which tell of liuman bliss the allotted goal. 
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Those are the store "whicli here alone I crave ; 

For come what may, while such by thee are given, 
They'll cheer my path until overpassed the grave, 

My grateful spirit seeks their source in Heaven. 



TO THE SAME, WHO EEPEOYED ME FOR 

PEAISING HER 

We praise the sun that shines above, 

We praise the Earth and Sea ; 
Why, then, my guiding star, my love, 

Why should I not praise thee % 



For without thee what would this Earth 

And all its treasures be. 
All to which gracious Heaven gives worth. 

If not enjoyed with thee ? 



I 
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The Sun to me but dimly shiues, 
When, Dearest, thou'rt away. 

But thy aweet smile all else rafiuee. 
And lights the darkest day. 

So bid me not in eilence veil 
The gifts hy thee possest ; 
The power through which I hourly feel 

That Life is truly bleat. 



(addressed to a DEPRECIATOR OP WOMAN.) 

" Ffur, no doubt, and worthy well 
Thy cheiifihing thy honour, and thy love." 

MiLTOV. 

Hence, ye defamera of the sox ! 
The manly spirit cease to vex, 

!Nor fret the noble mind ; 
For while contempt you thus beget, 
In self-conceit you e;ich forget 

A Mother fond aud kind — 
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The one who, iironi your earliest hour, 
ITe'er ceased her inmost prayers to pour 

Before the Throne of Heaven, 
That her dear child its care might be j 
That she might live, and joy to see 

To him each blessmg given— 

The one whose tears have kissed your own, 
While watching the long nights alone. 

Beside the couch of pain ; 
When every cry seemed to her heart 
As if of death the piercing dart 

Were rending it in twain— 

The one who, when your Childhood flown. 
And Youth to Manhood had upgrown — . 

Still watched with loving pride. 
To see rank, honour, fortune bright. 
Made yours by deeds of worth and right. 

Crowned by a loving Bride ! 

Her, too, would you depreciate, 
Who raised you from your wayward state, 

X 2 
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To home-felt bliss am! joy i 
Who of this all-imcertain life. 
Through every nnxious toil ttnd stnf^ 

Tempers each dark alloy I 

And SisteiB dear— say, have you none ) 
Methinks not ; else they, tat>, had showu 

By many a timely grace, 
That, like the smiling tiagriuit flower. 
Beside our path thoy have the power, 

To claim remembered place. 

Woman, whate'er her grade or lot, 
From palace proud to lowly cot, 

Shows her emiobling aim : 
The slave-field, or the battle-plain. 
The dungeon lone, the angry main. 

Let all hor deeds proclaim !"* 



* Tlic follow 
still he hesh : 



;n, poiutiog to truly heroic deeds, mus 
iiemory of the reader ; — Mrs. Deeche 
:, Mrs. Fry, Grace Darling, &c. 
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Of God, the work benign is she ! 
What would this world without her be ] 

A desert wild and drear, 
Whose pilgrim would but seek in vain 
A solace to his woes and pain, 

His wonder and his fear. 



A Maiden blest, too, was she not, 
Parent of Him from heaven who brought 

Its light t' illume the hlind^ 
And teach to all, what ye should know, 
That Charity has e'er its flow 

In hearts oijpureat kind 1 

Then cease, oh cease to madly rail 
Against those beings fair — ^if frail, 

Here our best treasures given ; 
For whatsoever faults are theirs, 
Their errings are but earth-bom cares. 

Their worth is still of Heaven 1 



ACCOMPANTING THE PRESENTATION OF A CIQAB-CASB, 
PILL£D WITH SOME OF THE FBAGEANT WEED- 

AccBPT these Trifles wMch herewith I send. 
The humble casket, and ita humble store. 

As but aa offering from one mindful friend 
To greet another, — thoy assume no more. 

Rut wishes fervent from his heart arise, 
That Life's fond hopes with thea may never be 

Like the hriglit weed, ■whici, lost in ether, dies, 
But iin<l another happier destiny ! 

Small ia the gift, — ^but, in the guise it wears, 
Here of existence some frail emblem see ; 

Brief are its pleasures, brief the gleam it bears ; 
And ashes, — darkness, — both at last will be. 



1 
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Yet as dissolves in air tlie smoky wreath, 

This solemn thought the observant mind may fill, 

When Virtue dies, at least it may bequeath 
Some gratefol fragrance that outlives it stilL 



r 1 • n I r ■ n r. 



LINES 
TO ▲ LADY WHO, " e» bodinant*' observed to the 

WBITBB THAT HE HAD NOT SEEN HER ^^ en graude 

parure" 



** Beauty when unadomed's adorned the nio^t.'* 



Lady ! Can I forget the ehcum 
That o'er my rapt attention greW| 

When last the social hour we shared, 
And that sweet hour so swiftly flew 1 
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No, — ^Witneaa for mo now my pen,^ 
Witneea my hand aa well my heart ; 

The heart, — which says there is but one — 
But one that could such charm impart I 

I bowed in tribute to itB power. 
And all its playful sway confeased, 

"When came the yet more playful word — 
" / had twi eiten yoit at your best I " 

What 1— How ^-Alack !— In courtly 
L In festal guiae — in jeweUed tire 1 
Trust me — to others these I leave 
"Who only these can but admire. 

Hadst thou of gems to deck thy form 
The choice from all Golconda's store, 
* No aensate heart — no well-turned miud 
Could honour — no, nor lovo.theo more. 

Not all the costly wreaths of art 

Tliat mark the ball-room's laboured bowei 
O'er such prevail to value less 

The feagranco of the wood-side flower. 
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Those who best know thee, know that nought 

Beyond such gifts can needed be. 
To justify such homage well 

As here I humbly bring to thee ! 



STANZAS 



TO A FAITHLESS FRIEND. 



" Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky ; 

Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ; 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not. 

Shaxbsfeabe. 



If Fate had bid thee far away 
In stranger climes to roam. 

Where Fortune's smile might yet repay 
The saddened loss of home ; 




□ Bround my heart had shone, 
Wldlc breathing prayers for thee 
Amid its grief, — though Hope had flown 
"With every joy from me. 



If Love'a all brigbtening beam had throvm 

Its light upon thy brow, 
And true affection from thee won 

Some Goul-felt kindred Tow ; 
With joy I would have led thy Bri 
b To Hymen's holy shrine, 
"'Praying thut there aa angel guide 
From thenceforth might he thine. 



LTOHll 

I 



If Friendship more of worldly price 
Than mine had cast its claim 

Aronnd thy soul, thy aim, thy choice, 
I had forborne to blame, — 
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But thus, — ^for thee to pass my side, 

Silent and proudly by, 
With those, who may the change deride, 

And mark my stifled sigh, 
Those who may yet thy due of blame 

For this ere long assign, 
And treat thy disregarded name 

As thou hast treated mine. 



Oh ! it is more than heart can bear. 

And yet its trust retain 
In Mth of man, or equal snare 

May risk to mourn again ; 
Go then thy way — ^thy fate pursue ! 

Full soon the shades will fjEill — 
Each his delusion cease to rue, 

And Darkness rest on all. 



STANZAS. 

(to a oouhtet fbisnd, wbo, tbrodoh sous l 
hisnkderbtansing wiib bis familt, was dbs] 

OF LEATUfa BOHS.) 



cenx qui n'oat point vn U ftimdo dea fBt 

r, et qui ne ae lont aoii qa'aux feEtans de lean pCi 

CRATXAimBI 



Fbieitd, — wbo hast left within my heart 
Memoiies, only with life to flee, 

MemorieB, like Biurny lays, that dart 
O'er my lone path, now void of thee : 

Thou, — who 'mid smiles of kindred love 
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Althougli by Fortune erst beguiled 

'Mid jarring crowds her gifts to seek ; 
Though cheering faces oft have smiled. 

And passing voices kindly speak ; 
Yet those among, — with all the dreams 

That lure me on, where'er I roam, 
A solitude but round me seems, 

Far from my own, " my native Home ! " 

The friendly hand mine own may press — 

But where is that ecstatic tear 
That glistened 'mid the warm caress 

Of Mother fond and Sister dear ; 
The accent soft, when ills betide, 

The influence of the parent dome. 
The soul-felt balm, the secret pride, 

The love that is but found at Home ? 



Home, — to which even the Beggar turns — 
In wildered thought, though couchless there, 

His weary brain, half frenzied bums 
With hourly want and hopeless care ! 
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Lo I &om the sliore that greete afar 
The Wanderer o'er the surgiag foam 

How aeekg his eye the glancing star 
That lingered o'er his early Home ! 

When all arounrl ua seems to fade 

That once waa bright, that once had charms, 
All that in Life in hloom arrayed 

Youth's hopes, or Manhood's proud atamis ; 
Of Sickness pale, and tottering age. 

When to trar breast the ■wami 
And Life pones o'er iti latest page — 

Believe me, " There's no place like Houb ! 

Cease, then, to dwell o'er fancies vain 

That paint a higher, happier lot, 
Spuming the verdant mead, the plain, 

The healthful vale, the vine-decked cot ; 
And hear (ivitli heavenly thanks) in mind 

This truth, that — ivhcresoe'er we roam 

'Mid tlie fast-fading floiveis, we find 

Tlie thorns are keen aa those at Home. 
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OH, FEAB THOU NOT ! 

(to a friend, who feared THa!t the SXJN OF FRIEND- 
SHIP WOULD CEASE TO SHINE ON THE ROAD OF 
ADVERSITY.) 

Oh ! fear thou not, though o*er thy name 

Dark clouds arise its light to shade ; 
Still shall my heart be found the same. 

In faith unshaken, undecayed. 

As Ivy, round the fated tree. 

All splendour once, though now laid low. 
Still clings, S9 shall my love to thee 

Through life, when most oppressed by woe. 

*Ti3 not when calmness stills the tide, 
And shores the silvery ripples lave. 

The bark needs most a hand to guide 
Its course through ocean's sleeping wave. 
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'Tis when the stonns the welkin rend. 
And lightnings flash throiighont the sky ; 

'Tis then it needs the guiding Friend, 
To steer to some kind refuge nigh. 

Away, then, with the unworthy fear 
Which sorrow o'er thy spirit throws ; 

Still hold the plight of Friendship dear, 
And on its willing aid repose. 

If change of lot were thine with mine, 
Ask of thyself what thou wouldst be. 

Thus prove thy trust, — thy doubts resign, 
And find an equal heart in me. 



COMPLIMENTABT VEBSBS. 32] 



TO A LADY, 



WHO HAD PLAYFTJLLT BEPBOACHED THB WRITER WITH 
NEVER HAVING WRITTEN HER ANT COMPLIMENTARY 
VERSES. 



" Oh, for a znuBe of fire that would ascend 
The highest heaven of invention.'' 

Shakesf^asb. 



Oh, tliat my timid Muse had known 
She miglit your gracious favour claim, 

At once her pen had gladly flown 
The tributary verse to frame ! 



Lady, — on such my weak essay 
I never dreamt you'd deign to smile, 

Or that, however meant, the lay 
A moment's leisure might beguile : 



I 



The offering of an lionest heart. 



Thoi^h lash the attempt be deemed to ean 
Acceptance jrom that careful udud, 

So formed, so fitted to discern, — 

With judgment stored, by taste refined ; 



Yet, how to epeak can I forbear 
Of gifts — thy Heaven-allotted prize — 

That btow (the snow ia not more tair), 
The radiance of those loBtrons eyes ! 
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Or leave unsung the harmonious power, 

Thy skilful art, by all confest, 
When music lends the social hour, 

And gently thrills the sensate breast 1 



ThyseK alone, in modest grace. 
On these would bid me silent be ; 

But Friendship yet a plea may trace, 
And strive the fettered truth to free. 



Then think not here vain flatteries come 
In borrowed gems to flaunt and cower, 

Lone, from his solitary home, 
A friend but brings a humble flower, — 



A flower to memories kind addrest, 

And hoping, 'mid their treasured chain, 

Its fragrance, in a genial breast, 

Through after years may still remain, — 

Y 2 



Long, with bright days, may those advance 
To crown a lot bo kindly given ! 

O'er Beauty's path white hours may glancB 
But Goodness leads the way to Heaven. 



FORGET ME NOT ! 

ADDBESSKD TO A TBIEKS OS THE EVK OP HIB 
TDRB POE THB SOUTH OF FRANCE. 

FoROET me not^ when &t away 
'Neath brighter * skies you roam, 
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But think on times — too quickly flown 1 — 

When, linked in bonds sincere, 
All Heaven's best gifts seemed found in one,— 

The friend— for ever dear ! 



Forget me not, in festive Halls 

When, 'mid the joyous throng, 
The magic of the scene recalls 

Fast hours of mirth and song ; 
And when to pledge each lovely Maid 

Is poured the Nectar clear, 
Eenew, in thought, our homage paid 

To names — ^for ever dear ! 

Forget me not, should Fortune lower 

O'or Hope's delusive beam. 
Or *neath the shade thy spirits cower, 

Of Life's mysterious dream ; 
But oh ! believe — howe'er unblest, 

That still a home is here. 
Devoted in this faithful breast 

To one — ^for ever dear ! 
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"TO A FEU 



WBO REFBOACHn) MK WITH RELIBTINa STBECI MEK- 
DIOAKTB I 



k 



" .Sweet, Bweet Charitj ! 

ThoD srt the dew that Metb 
When tuatmg suifcring calleth, 
And the rose thon bidat regloir 
h on the cbeek of woe '." 

E. Fitz-Ball. 



If at tlie Shrine of holy GratituJe 

Alone thou wouldst thy timely gift bestow. 
How I'arely then, in Misery's soUtuJe, 

Thy called-for aid her children sad 'would know ! 

If ?ome poor wretch, upon a stonny sea. 
Implore thine hand the stru^ling life to save. 

Say, woiildst thou pause awhile to ask if he 
Were worth the lescua from a wateiy grave t 
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Through. Nature wide the Orb of day doth shine 
Impartial, shedding o'er the blooming earth 

Its cheering rays, endued with power divine, 
To rose and thorn vouchsafing equal birth. 

'lis better thus to craving hearts to give 

Those, whereof (me perchance may breathe a prayer, 

That thou most blest by bounteous Heaven mayst live, 
For having saved it &om its dark despair ! 

Then, I'll still on, even though poor ingrates share 
My gifts, — content to be by all forgot — 

For Christ hath bid us "soothe the mourner's care" — 
If I obey, — ^how far more sweet my lot ! 




OOCASIONAI, V 



■O A roUSO LADY, AOOOMPANTING A SMALL TBIBUTARt 
OFFEHINa ON HBB BIKTHDAI. 

Thi* Casket seeks acceptance at thy hand ; — 

Unlike Pandora'*, — may it naver prove 
The source of griefs and ilia, — that woeful band 

From Jisr's that issued, o'er the World to rove ; 
But lather seem, for i/me, while kindly blest 

With all-redeeming Aqrw, — (her only boon,) 
Therewith to offer thoughts and wishes best 

From him who greets thee on this happy noon ; 
Who tendera now, on this thy natal day, 

Hia gratulations, and his prayers sincere, 
For eveiy good, to cheer thy onward way ; 

That Heaven can send, to lifu and nature dear. 

These then receive, — and of that day's returrt 
Believe that here, within this faitliful breast, 

Its claims, its prayers, its wishes, all shall burn. 
Till nieraory's every pulse sinks to its final rest ! 
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ON VIEWING A SKETCH OF SWISS 

SCENERY. 

And do I view that sacred spot 

Where Freedom dwells with stainless Truth, 
That smiliTig sky, that cherished " Cot," 

The shelter of my buoyant youtL 

How sweet it is when far away 

On such dear shadows thus to gaze, 

Which tell of hours, when Hope's bright ray 
Gilded the mom of happier days ! 



Tet, oh ! how sadly wakes the sigh, 
Amid the thoughts that inly bum, 

The fond regret o'er joys gone by 
That now can never more return. 



Behold yon rainbow feir ! 

How br^lit its charming laj ! 
Those hoBB, sablime and raie, 
That o'ei the dark clouds shine, 
Seem, as in If oah's day. 
To Buflfering hearts to say — 
*■ Hope in the Will Divine !" 

Uh! 'tia an emblem trae 

Of Friendehip pnie and warm. 

Which, beams the brightest tbroogh 
Our darkest worldly etorm. 
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EEPLY. 

TO ONE WHO ENQUIRED IF I SOUGHT NOT TO INVESTIGATE 
THE MTSTERIES OF HUMAN EXISTENCE. 

Without attempt to scan His potent will 
Who made me what I am, and shields me stilly 
Humbly I praise, and pour my grateful prayer 
To Him who gave me life, and deigns a Parent's care. 

Where the pure well-streams flow, that skirt the plain, 
Yield me my crystal drink, and still supply ; 

Their deep dark source, why should I toil to gain. 
In the vain peril sink^ and all no wiser die ? 



ON RECEIVING BACK A FADED FLOWEE. 

Oh ! wherefore thus give back the flower 
Which speaks of that remembered hour. 
When, vdth deep pangs no tongue can teU, 
We sadly breathed a long farewell ? 



w nan iMa was nope, aua au waa ams i 

May thus each tribute givea to Lore 
Through years of change, thrice-honouied piove, 
And, like that flower, though dead it be. 
Shed fragrance o'er its meiooty I 



TO ONE WHO WAS COMPLADTDTG OF 
ZNGRATITUDE IN MANKIND. 

Go on ! fulfil thy mission good ; 
For geueroua rarely should we be, 
If, couutiug ou due gratitude, 
We Bcauued ea4^ plea of Misery. 
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FAREWELL, YE BRIGHT SCENES OF MY 

HOME! 



WRITTEN ON WITNESSING THE DEPARTUEE OF A TOUNG 

CADET FOR INDIA. 



Ah me, the doom ! — we part — ^perhaps for ever ! 

The rending pain — ^what tongue can ever tell ! — 
The grief of heart, to be revealed, oh ! never, 

When sighs the soul that saddening word — ''Farewell !^' 



Farewell, ye briglit scenes of my home, 
We must part, — and it may be for ever, 

Yet where'er I am fated to roam, 
This heart can forget ye — oh ! never. 

I still shall see the winding stream. 
The Ivied Cot, — ^my Mother dear ; 

And oft, amid sweet fancy's dream. 
In secret shed the silent tear. 



Thy image I'll store in my bosom, 
But witli it yet of glad return 

The thought shall live, that home to cheer. 
Where now, for me, kind memories mourn. 

And often falls the silent tear. 

Should Fate, on Ind'a far distant shore, 

Quench in gloom the young wanderer's life. 
Or doom me, amid the wild roar 

Of battle to (all in the strife,— 
Oh ! then let Hope, with deathless flame, 

Blend with affections tried and dear. 
In prayer to Heaven, and o'er my name 

Together drop the silent tear. 
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RETUEN MY SON ! 

THE SONG OF THE WIDOWED MOTHER. 

Beside the hearth that cheered a lowly cot 

Sequestered far within a quiet vale, 
One winter's eve, oppressed by heavy thought, 

A widowed brow was bent, — all worn and pale. 
A feeble hand assayed the pen to guide 

Adown the page, in words both sad and sweet, 
To me, — long-lost — ah, once a Mother's pride I — 

The dear one's hand to touch, his eyes to meet, 
"Return, my Son, return ! Thine error, oh! but own- 
Affection tried is more than brightest laurels won. 



(( 



When tidings come that tell of mighty deeds, 
And honours that around thy pathway shine, 

A joyous pride my anxious breast pervades, 
Yet fain I would such dangers were not thine ; 



r 



For shouldst thou fall, defeudmg Britain's right, 
Thongh gloriouB tliine, liow sad my fate woidd be 1 

Full 800O, alas ! would sink in closing night H 

The life sustained by only hopes of thee, ^ 

Return, mine own, to soothe a Parent's moan ! 

Affection tried is more than brightest laorela won. 

" Oh, yes, return ! — for in this sorrowing vale 

In secret pangs for thee a faithful heart ; ^M 

One vho, orewhile, in all thy voo or weal, ^M 

Even from her childhood, still hath borne her part. 
When down my furrowed cheek descends the tear, 

The tear for thy dear sake so often shed, 
■ Maria's gentle hand is ever near, 

With helpful cares, by soft compassion led. 
Ah ! then return, — mine own bclovi'd Son ! 
Affection tried is more than brightest laurels won. 



But joy to me 
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Then haste, oh ! haste, — for till thy safe return 
Will every hour but move in doubt and fear ; 

Alas ! if many for the fallen mourn, 

For thee two grateful hearts have welcome here ! 

Return, my son, return ! and with us own — 

Affection tried is more than brightest laurels won ! 



DO NOT COMPLAIN. 

^* The wise man seeth evil and esoapeth. 
The fool goeth on and is punished.*' 

Proverbs. 

Do not complain, fain would I say 

To all who here below 
Struggle along their devious way, 

'Mid ever- varying woe : 
For one who pities you will find 

Scores who but show disdain ; — 
And friends who can be aught but kind : — 

Therefore do not complain. 
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Too oft the ilk we've cause to moan, 

Ourselves, alas ! prepare, 
And passion seems to reign alone 

Where judgment should have share ; 
Ye who the art of Pleasure woo. 

And wear its slavish chain, — 
Ya wilful blind I what right have you — 

What niason to complain 1 

Eevellera, who at the maddening ehrine 

Of Bacchus pass your days, 
Wasting of Life the boon divine, 

Its torch's vital rajs; 
When healtli, that priceless gift, has flown 

And wildered seems your brain — 
When ho]io beyond recall is gone. 

Why dare you then complain 1 



Ve gambling Knaves, w)io all would v 
Whate'er your dupes possess, 

And wily count, witli iiend-lite grin, 
On your assured success ; 
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When Fortune turns, and chance hath hurled 

At you the fatal main, 
Which sends you begging through the world ; — 

Oh ! dare not to complain. 

O ye, who with more pride than sense. 

At every Uttle word, 
Oft breathed in jest, take sore offence. 

And call on Honour's sword 
Tavenge in blood the fancied wrong. 

And so wash out the stain ; 

When smarting 'neath stem Censure's tongue. 
How then may you complain ? 

Ye whom Ambition leads to roam 

Far from your native shores, 
Leaving your kindred and your home 

For fancy-gilded stores ; 
When thunder rends the murky sky, 

And roars the angry main. 
When Death's dark angel hovers nigh, — 

Oh ! wherefore then complain 1 



But only can reYoke,— 
When Lawyers, — those compounded ills, — 

(Whose cunning you retain 
To serve you) swamp you with their hills, — 

Though ruined, why complain t 

Ye cashless Swells, who onwatd dash. 

And honest hearts despise, 
Deeming them all hut soulless trash, 

YoraraeK the only wise; 
Should punishment yonr steps o'ertake — 

Where bolts and bars restrain, 
If some fine morning there y 

Oh ! how can you complain ) 
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When 'stead of bliss full soon you find 

A grievous life-long bane> 
Wilful to love and duty blind — 

Oh ! then can you complain ? 

Ye wayward Fair, with beauty rare, 

And every grace adorned, 
Who send your swains to court despair, 

Wearied, deceived, and scorned. 
When from your cheeks the roses fly, 

And speaks the eye in vain, 
When Cupids cease to flutter by — 

Then pray do not complain ! 

Ye Misers, who through usury plod, 

Ye who in riches roll. 
Making of Gold your Idol God, 

Forgetting you've a soul ! 
When Death of this your mortal thrall 

Shall come to break the chain, 
Say, then, of children, friends, of all, — 

Say, who will then complain 1 



Ye irho possess but small estate, 

But own a larger heart. 
Of whicli like mine, 'tis liiit the fate 

To play the softer part ; 
With honied phrase and scheme imjust. 

When borrowtira tone their strain : 
TO'im/rrow if you weakly trust, — 

Why, you must not complain. 

Te crownid Tyrants, who with pride 

And homhast vain elate, 
But for self-interest crave to guide 

The pompous Car of State, 
Your subjects when you sorely press 

With the despotic rein, 
Ah, if they curse where all might bless — 

Why then should you complain ? 

Ye Saints ! who 'neath Eeligion's guise 
Lay for your neighbours snares, 

Yc whose deep-seated curses rise 
Amid your loudest prayers, 
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When comes the hour of doom for all 

Of endless joy or pain, 
No cause have you,— whate'er befall, — 

!N'o reason to complain. 

Now Critics, ye who all decry, 

Save where your Clique are found, 
Who, in return, with plaudits high. 

Agree your trump to sound — 
Pray, elsewhere take your jaundiced way, 

Until from me again 
You have the trouble — ^rather say — 

Tlie 'pleasure to complain. 



:■■ 



k 



■\i 



TO MY BOOK. 
(conclusion.) 

Go, skiflf-like, thou, upon the Sea of Life, 

"With sands and shoals for ever sadly rife ; 

Go forth, to court awhile a sunny ray. 

And friendly greeting on thy venturous way. 

But if a fate unkind 'tis thine to brave, 

And sink overwhelmed beneath Oblivion's wave, 

The thought may track thee still amid the glooni, 

That nobler craft have known no happier Doom. 

Go then, and with thy freight, whate'er befall, 

Thy fortune seek, and bear Goodioilt to all ! 



APPENDIX, 



**THE SWISS-BOrS INTITATION.** page 179, 

Is published by C. Jeffreys, 21, Soho Square, under the 

title of 

*' COME TO MT OWN DEAB SWITZEBLAND/' 



**THE CALL OF JOYOUS MAT," page 218, 

Publisher: C. Jeffreys, 21, Soho Square. 



'* I HEARD A VOICE AT EVENING TIDE," page 204, 

iS^mit bfi 3. %. ©toen,) 
Olivier & Co., Old Bond Street. 



OPINIONS OF THE FEESS. 



"COME TO MY OWN DEAR SWITZERLAND," 

Words and Music by F. L, Jaquerod, 

** To garland the lyre with the flowers of poetry, is an elegance 
of art not ordinarily found associated with musical genius. Mr. 
Jaquerod has successfully shewn that the attempt is not beyond 
his reach. The composition before us is redolent of the sweetly 



IB of tiin mouutain mag, and U ciinoeiTed in the 
ijuat spirit of thoiK vociil enolmatmeQts which bitve so much 
euanuinred the pablic aa tha emenstiona of Alpine Minatrelsj'. 
A very pretty illustratiye title-page ndcls inttrest to tto publioa. 
tioD, bat thjji liberul saperSuitj' might have been ilispenaEii with 
in tbe preBont inBtnnoe— the chonn of the song enaaring ita own 
welcome to every one whose faelinga vibrate to the uhords of 
volnptQous melody," — TauiUon Courier. 

"We have just received a copy of thia pretty balind, the 
wordi and muaic by F. Lonii Jaqnerod. and we must coogratnlatu 
him on tbeir snccesBful nnion, The'air is in the Swisa style, with 
a cleverly arranged aooompaniment, and njsy rank with the beet 
of thoM witL whiah Madame StockhstiseD wsa woct to dcligbt 
xaJ'—SiUubKry and WlUehire ffenUd. 

"A phftrming compoution in E flat, nith an appropriate accom- 
paniment. The air is striking and original, and of the cUsa 
which the oar catchoB immoiliatcly ; and the words, eiprepuive of 
patriotic emotions, do great credit to the accompIiEbed author, 
especially when wc remsmher the difficulties that always eiist for 
the foreigner writing our language metrically." — BcUe Asiemblie, 



